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To the HONOURABLE 


Sir Hager Maſtyn, Bar“. 
O F 


Moſtyn- Hall in Flintſhire. 
SIR, | | | 
Is no ſmall Refieftion on Pieces of this Nature, 

that Panegyrich is ſo much improv a, and that 
Dedication is grown more an Art than Poetry ; that 
Authors, to make their Patrons more than Men, make 
themſelves leſs; and that Perſons of Honour are forc'd 
to decline Patronizing Wit, becauſe their Modeſty cans 
not bear the groſs Strokes of Adulation. | 

But give me leave to ſay, Sir, that I am too young 
an Author to have learnt the Art of Flattery; and, I 
hope, the ſame Modeſty which recommended this Play 
to the World, will alſo reconcile my Addreſſes to you, 
of whom 1 can ſay nothing but what your Merits may 
warrant, and all that have the Honour of your Ac- 
quaintance will be proud to vindicate. 

The greateſt Panegyrick upon you, Sir, is the unpre- 
judicd and bare Truth of your Charatter, the Fire of 
Youth, with the Sedateneſs of a Senator, and the Mo- 
dern Gaiety of a fine Engliſh Gentleman, with the 
Noble Solidity of the Ancient Briton. be 

This is the Character, Sir, which all Men, but your. 
Jeif, are proud to publiſh of You, and which more ccle- 
rated Pens than mins ſhould tranſmit to Poſterity- 
| The Play has had ſome noble Appearances to honour 
ts Repreſentation; and to Complete the Succels, I have 
preſum'd to prefix ſo Noble a Name to uſher it into the 
World, 4 ftately Frontiſpiece is the Beauty of a Butld> 
ing. But here I muſt tranſverſe Ovid: F | 

Materia ſuperabit Opus, 
I am, Honourable Sir, 
Tour moſt Devoted, 
and Humble Servant, 


E 2 G. FARQUHAR, 
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PREFACE 


TO THE 


READER 


A N affected Modeſty is very often the greateſt 

Vanity, and Authors are ſometimes prouder of 
their Bluſhes than of the Praiſes that occaſion'd them, 
I ſha'n't therefore, like a fooliſh Virgin, fly to be 
purſu'd, and deny what I chiefly wiſh for. I am ve- 
ry willing to acknowledge the Beauties of this Play, 
eſpecially thoſe of the third Night, which not to be 
proud of, were the height of Impudence: Who is a- 
ſliam'd to value himſelf upon ſuch Favours, under- 
values thoſe who conferr'd them. 

As I freely ſubmit to the Criticiſms of the Judici- 
ous, ſo I cannot allow this an ill Play, ſince the Town 
has allow'd it ſuch Succeſs. When they have par- 
don'd my Faults, 'twere very ill Manners to condemn 
their Indulgence. Some may think (my Acquain- 
tance in Town being too flender to make a Party for 
the Play) that the Succeſs muſt be deriv'd from the 

ure Merits of the Cauſe, I am of another Opinion 

have not been long enough in Town to raiſe E- 
nemies againſt me; and the Exgliſh are till kind to 
Strangers. I am below the Envy of great Wits, and 
above the Malice of little ones. I have not diſpleaſ- 
ed the Ladies, nor offended the Clergy ; both which 
are now pleas'd to ſay, that a Comedy may be di- 
verting without Smut and Profaneneſs. 1 

rs * Fa 


2 PREFACE. 

Next to thoſe Advantages, the Beauties of Action 
eaye the greateſt Life to the Play, of which the 
Town is ſo ſenſible, that all will join with me in 
Commendation of the Actors, and allow, (without 
detracting from the Merit of others) that the Theatre 
Royal affords an excellent and compleat Set of Co- 
medians. Mr. Wilks's Performance has ſet him ſo far 
above Competition in the Part of Mildair, that none 
can pretend to envy the Praiſe due to his Merit, That 
he made the Part, will appear from hence, that when- 
ever the Stage has the Misfortune to loſe him, Sir 
Harry Wildair may go to the Jubilee. 

A great many quarrel at the Trip to the Jubilee for 
a Miſnomer I muſt tell them, that perhaps there are 
greater Trips in the Play: and when I find that more 


exact Plays have had better Succeſs, [I] talk with the 


Criticks about Decorums, &c. However, if I ever 
commit another Fault of this Nature, I'll eadeayour 
to make it more excuſable. 
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By a FRIEND. 5 

8 At 

OETS will think nothing ſo checks their Fury Wal 

As Wits, Cits, Beaux, and Women for their Fury. | 

Our Spark's half dead to think what Medley's come, On 

With blended Fudgments to pronounce his Doom, Sac 

Tis all falſe Fear; for in a mingled Pit, hes 
Why, what your grave Don thinks but dully writ, þ 

His Neighbour ith' great Wig may take for Wit. 


Some Authors court the Few, the Wiſe, if any ; 
Our Youth's content, if he can reach the many, 
Who go with much like Ends to Church and Play, 
Not to obſerve what Prieſts or Poets ſay, 
No! no ! your Thoughts, like theirs, lie quite another 
| | (Wa). 
The Ladies ſafe may ſmile; for here's no Slander, 
No Smut, no lewd-tongu'd Beau, no double Entendre. 
*Tis true, he has a Spark juſt come from France, 
But then ſo far from Beau —why, he talks Senſe ! 
Like Coin oft carry'd out, but == ſeldom brought 
: | (from thence, 
There's yet a Gang to whom our Spark ſubmits, 
Your Flbow-ſhakhing Fool, that lives by's Wits, 
" That's only wittty tho', juſt as he lives, by fits. 
Who, Lion-like, through Bailiffs, ſcours away, 
Hunts, in the Face, a Dinner all the Day, 
At Night with empty Bowels grumbles o'r the Play. 
And now the modiſh Prentice, he implores, 
Who, with his Maſter's Caſh, flol's out of Doors, 
Employs it on a Brace of —— Honourable Owe, 3 


* N 


| 
| 
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PROLOGUE. 


While their good bulky Mother pleas'd, firs by, 


Bawd Regent of the Bubble Gallery. 
Next to our mounted Friends, we humble move, | 
ho all your Side-box Tricks are much above, \ | 
And never fail to pay us with your Love. | 
Ah Friends ! poor Doriet Garden-houſe is gone ; 
Our merry Meetings there are all undone: © 
Quite loſt to us, fore for ſome ſlirange Miſdeeds, 
That flreng Dog Sampſon's pull'd it oer our Heads, 
Snaps Rope like Thread; but when his Fortunes told him, 
He'll hear ferhaps of Rope will one Day hold him. 
At leaſt, I hope, that our good natur d Town 
Will ind a way to pull his Prices down, 
Hell, That's all ! Now Gentlemen for the Play, 
on ſecond Thoughts, I've but two Words to ſay ; 
Such as it is for your Delight deſign a, 
hear it, read, try, judge, and ſpeak as you find. 


E 4 Drama- 


Dramatis Perſonx. 
An airy Gentle- 
man, affecting hu- 
morous Gaiety and Mr. Wilks, 
Freedom in his Be- 
haviour. 


A disbanded Col-? 
Standard, Jae brave and ge- > Mr. Powy!, 


Sir Harry Wild: 
15 | 


nerous. 
e * ar 2 0 
otherwiſe a great De-( 
Vizard, 5 bauchee, and Villai- 3 Mills, 
nous. 
Smuggler, An old Merchant. Mr. Johnſon, 


A pert London- | 

Clincher, 5 Prentice turn'd Beau * Pine th. 
and affecting Travel. — 

His Brother, edu- 2 


Clincher jun, ; ated in the Countrey. C Mr. Bullock. 
Dicky, His Man, | Mr. Norris. 
Tom Errand, A Porter. Mr. AFayne:. 


WOMEN. 


A Lady of a jilting 
Temper, proceeding Mis. Ver. 


Lurewell from a Reſentment 
TT of her Wrongs from Oruggen. 
Tn Id Lady, M 
| . £ An O a Ys O» 
Lady Darling, 3 to Angelica, 8 Mrs. Powel: 
Angelica, A Woman of Honour. Mrs. Rogers. 
Pa'ly, Maid to Lurewell, Mrs. Moor. 


Conſtable, Mob, Porter's Wife, Servants, &. 
SCENE, LONDON. 
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SCEN E, The Park. 


Enter Vizard with a Letter, a Servant folloꝛwing. 


ard. Sex 53 gelica ſend it back unopen'd! 
ay you? ; 

we OY Servant. As you ſee, Sir. 

: Viz. The Pride of theſe 


CV V [ 
i 
N — 
{ Hop 171 — 
1 
922 ne 
ſ 


- 
K re i's 0 
% 
- P , 
— 7. — 
— 
— 


=: deſty of Proftitures —- After 


al my Incouragement to flight me thus! 

Serv, She ſaid, Sir, that imagining your Morals 
lncere, ſhe gave you Acceſs to her Converſation; 
but that your late Behaviour in her Company has 
donvinc d her, that your 1 and Religion are both 


Hypo» 


— ——— — — — * 


2 The C onſtant Couple. 


Hypocrifie, and that ſhe believes your Letter lite 


Sm 
our ſelf, fair on the outſide, foul within; fo ſenti Ms 
ack unopen d. N nder 
Vix. * Obſtinacy guard her Beauty till WriokisM Rog: 

bury it; then may Deſire prevail to make her cure ren. 
that untimely Pride her diſappointed Age repents.— por 
I'll be reveng'd the very firſt Opportunity — Su The 
you the old Lady Darling, her Mother? Myih 
Serv. Ves, Sir, and ſhe was pleas'd to ſay much in pus. 
your Commendation. [0 Ws 1b tion, 
Viz, That's my Cue—An eſteem grafted in Od 
Age is hardly rooted out; Years ſtiffen their Opinions 
with their Bodies, and old Zeal is only to be cozend 
by young Hypoctifie. ——— }_ F172 A 
Run to the Lady Lurewel!'s, and know of her Mad v 
whether her Ladyſhip will be at home this Evening 5, 
Her Beauty is ſuſficient Cure for Angelica Scorn. 7 
[Exit Ser v.] (Viz. pulls out a Book, reads, al 5s, 
walks about. } 
SE 8 
Enter Smugler. Reg 
5 el 
Smug. Ay, there's a Pattern for the young Men im 
o'th* Times, at his Meditation ſo early, ſome Book L 
of pious Ejaculations, I'm ſure. | this 
Viz. This Hobs is an excellent Fellow! [ 4fide.] ( 
Uncle *r:uggler ! To find you at this End o'th Town tur 
is a Miracle. : Jo 
Smug. I have ſeen a Miracle this Morning indeed yo 
Couſin Vizard. 75 | 
Viz. What is it, pray, Sir ? — 
Smug. A Man at his Devotion ſo near the Cour M 
km very glad, Boy, that you keep your Sancti m. 
untainted in this infectious Place; the very Air 0 
this Park is Heatheniſh, and every Man's Breath i at: 
meet {cents of Atheiſm. | En 
Vix. Surely, Sir, ſome great Concern muſt bring 
you to this unſanRify'd Endof the Town. in 
Smug. A very unſanctify'd Concer, truly Coulin: W H 


Viz. Whatis't ? 
| „ $004 


Mig 


The Conſtant Couple. 3 
gung. A Law-Suit, Boy Shall I tell you ?>—— 
My Ship the Swan is newly arriv'd from St. Sebaſtian, 
nden with Portugal Wines: Now the impudent 
Rogue of a Tide-walter has the Face to affirm tis 
french Wines in Spaniſh Casks, and has indicted me 
upon the Statute O Conſcience ! Conſcience ! 
Theſe Tide-waiters and Surveyors plague us more 
with their French Wines, than the War did with French 
pnvateers Ay, there's another plague of the Na- 
llon.— 


Enter Colonel Standard. 


A red Coat and Feather. | 
Viz. Col. Standard, I'm your humble Servant. 
Stand, May be not, Sir. | | 
Viz. Why ſo? | 
Stand. Becauſe - I'm disbanded. 

Yiz. How? Broke ! 

Stand. This very Morning, in Hide-Park, my brave 
Regiment, a thouſand Men that look'd like Lions 
jeſterday, were ſcatter'd, and look'd as poor and 
imple as the Herd of Deer that graz'd beſide em. 

Smug. Tal, al, deral [Singing.} I'll have a Bonfire 
this Night as high as the Monument, 3 

Stand. A Bonſire! Thou dry, wither'd, ill Na- 
ture; had not thoſe brave Fellow's Swords defended 


you, your Houfe had been a Bonfire e'er this about 


your Ears — Did we not venture our Lives, Sir? 

Smug. And did we not pay for your Lives, Sir ? 
----Venture your Lives! Fm ſure we 'ventur'd our 
Money, and that's Life and Soul to me— Sir, we'lt 
maintain vou no longer. 


Stand. hen your Wives ſhal!, old Afeon; There 


ate five aud thirty ſtrapping Officers gone this Morn- 
ing to live upon free Quarter in the City. 3 
| Smug. O Lord! O Lord! I ſhall have a Son with- 
in thefe nine Months born with a leading Staff in his 
Hand.-— Sir, you are. - e 


— 


E 6 Stand. 
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Stand. What, Sir? 
Smug. Sir, I ſay that you are 
Stand. What, Sir! g 
 Smug. Disbanded, Sir, that's all I ſee ny 
Lawyer yonder. Tex. 
Vix. Sir, I'm very ſorry for your Misfortune. 
Stand. Why ſo? I don't come to borrow Money 
of you; if you're my Friend, meet me this Evening 
at the Rummer, I'll pay my Foy, drink a Health to 
my King, Proſperity to my Country ; and away fo; 
Hungary to morrow Morning. | | 
Viz. What! you won't leave us? 3 
Stand. What! A Soldier ſtay here! To look like 
an old pair of Colours in Weſtminſter-Hall, ragged 
and ruſty! No, no I met yeſterday a broken 
Lieutenant, he was aſham'd to own that he wanted 
a Dinner, but begg'd Eighteen-pence of me to buy 
a new Scabbard for his Sword. 
Viz. O, but you have good Friends, Collonel ! 
Stand. O, very good Friends! My Father's a 
Lord, and my elder; Brother a Beau mighty good 
Friends indeed ! f 3 
Viz. But your Country may perhaps want your 
Swotd agen. 3 
Stand. Nay, for that matter, let but a ſingle Drum 
beat up for Volunteers between Ludgate and Charing- 
Croſs, and I ſhall undoubtedly hear it at the Walls 
of Buda. | | | 
Viz, Come, come, Collonel, there are ways of 
making your Fortune at home Make your Ad- 
dreſſes to the Fair, you're a Man of Honour and 
Courage. | 3 | 
Stand. Ay, my Courage is like to do me wondrous 
Service with the Fair: This pretty croſs Cut over my 
Eye will attract a Dutcheſs —— I warrant *twill be 
a mighty Grace to my Ogling Had I us'd the 
Stratagem of a certain Brother Collonel of mine, I 
might ſucceed. - 
_ Viz. What was it, pray? 


Stand. 
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Stand, Why, to fave his pretty Face for the Wo- 
men, he always turn'd his Back upon the Enemy. 
He was a Man of Honour for the Ladies. 
my 7iz, Come, come, the Loves of Mars and Venus 
ir. vil never fail, you muſt get a Miſtreſs. 

Stand, Prithee, no mote on't You have a- 
ney MW waken'd a Thought; from which, and the Kingdom, 
ing W1 wou'd have ſtoll'n away at once. —To be plain, 
| to have a Miſtreſs, 5 W 
for Viz, And ſhe's cruel. 

Stand, No. | 

7iz. Her Parents prevent your Happineſs. 
like Stand, Nor that. 
ged MW 7iz. Then the has no Fortune. 
ken Sand. A large one; Beauty to tempt all Mankind, 
ted ind Virtue to beat off their Aſſaults. O YVizard! ſuch 
buy MW Creature! e | 

[Enter Sir Harry Wildair, croſſes the Stage ſinging, 
| | with Footmen after him. | 
's Hey Day! Who the Devil have we here? 
00d og The Joy of the Play-houſe, and Life of the 
ark; 
our Mir Harry Wildair newly come from Paris. 

Stand. Sir Harry Wildair ! Did not he make a Cam- 
um MWhaign in Flanders ſome three or four Years ago? 
ing- ix. The ſame. | | 
alls MW Stand. Why, he behaved himſelf very bravely. 

Viz, Why not? Do'ſt think Bravery and Gaiety 
of Ware inconſiſtent? He's a Gentleman of molt happy 
\d- Circumſtances, born to a plentiful Eſtate; has had a 
Genteel and eaſie Education, free from the Rigidneſs 
of Teachers, and Pedantry of Schools. His florid 


FA 


dus {Conſtitution being never ruffled by Misfortune, nor 
my MWiinted in its Pleaſures, has render'd him entertaining 
be Ito others, and eaſie to himſelf. ———« Turning alt 


Paſſion into Gaiety of Humour, by which he chuſes 
nther to rejoyce with his Friends, than be hated by 

ay ; as you ſhall ſee. 
| Re-enter Wildair, 
Wild, Ha, Vizard' | 
Fix. 


6 The Conſtant Conple, 

Viz. Sir Harry! | 
Mild. Who thought ro find you out of the Ru}; 
ſo long? I thought thy Hypocriſie had been wedded 
to a Pulpit-Cuſhion long ago Sir, if I miſtake 
not your Face, your Name is Standard. 

Stand. Sir Harry, I'm your humble Servant. 

Wild. Come, Gentlemen, the News, the News 
o'th' Town, for I'm juſt arriv'd. 


Viz. Why, in the City-end o'th' Town we're play. 


ing the Knave, to get Eſtates. SC 

Stand, And in the Court-end playing the Fool, in 
ſpending em. 4 
Mild. j uſt ſo in Paris; I'm glad we're grown ſo modilh, 

Viz. We are ſo reform'd, that Gallantry is taken 
or. Vice. --- | 
Srand. And Hypocriſie for Religion. 

Wild. Alamode de Paris, agen. 

Viz, Not one Whore between Ludgate and Aldgan. 

Stand. But ten times more Cuckolds than ever. 
Viz. Nothing like an Oath in the City. | 

Stand. That's a Miſtake; for my Major ſwore 1 
hundred and fifty laſt night to a Merchant's Wife in 
her Bed-chamber. | 

Wild. x ſbaw, this is triſling ; tell me News, Gen- 
tlemen. What Lord has lately broke his Fortune at 
the Groom-Porters ? or his Hearr at New- Mar let, 
for the loſs of a Race? What Wife has been [ately 
ſuing in Dodfors-Commons for Alimony 2 or, whit 
Daughter run away with her Father's Valet? Whit 
Beau gave the nobeſt Ball at the Bath, or had the f- 
neſt Coach in the Ring? I want news, Gentlemen, 

Strand. Faith, Sir, theſe are no News at all. 

Viz But pray, Sir Harry, tell us ſome News of 
your Travels, 

Wild. With all my Heart Vou muſt know then, 
I went over to Amſterdam in a Dutch Ship: I there 
bad a Dutch Whore for five Stivers : I went from 
thence to Landen, where I was heartily drub'din the 
Battel with the But-end of a Swiſs Musket. I thence 
wen: to Paris, where J had halt a dozen long 

| oug 
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bought half a dozen new Suits, fought a couple of 

Duels, and here I am agen in ſtatu quo. 

Viz. But we heard that you deſign'd to make the 

Tour of Italy; What brought you back fo foon? 
Wild. That which brought you into the World, 

and may perhaps carry you out of it; a Woman, 


My Stand. What! quit the Pleaſures of Travel for a 
ay | Wild. Ay, Collonel, for ſuch a Woman! I had 


nther ſee her Ruell than the Palace of Lewis le Grand: 
in W There's more Glory in her Smile, than in the Jubi- 
lee at Rome; and I wou'd rather kiſs her Hand than 
ih, the Pope's Toe. | 0 8 
ken Viz. You, Collonel, have been very laviſh in the 
Beauty aud Virtue of your Miſtreſs ; and Sir Harry 
here, has been no leſs eloquent in the Praiſe of his. 
Now will I lay you both Ten Guineas a piece, that 
4, neither of them is ſo pretty, ſo witty, or ſo virtuous, _ 
# ds mine. | | | | 
Stand. Tis done. | 
re 2 Wild. TH double the Stakes But, Gentle- 
e in MW men, now I think on't, how ſhall we be reſolv'd ? 
| For I know not where my Miftreſs may be found; 
Gen- the left Paris about a Month before me, and I had an 
ne u Account = EEK 
let, Stand. How Sir! left Paris about a Month before you! 
ately Wl Wäid. Ves, Sir, and I had an Account that ſhe lodg'd 
what WM fomewhere in St. James s. Y 
What Viz. How! ſomewhere in St. Fames's, ſay yon? 
he f. Wild. Ay Sir, but I know not where, and perhaps 
men. mayn't find her this Fortnight. 8 
Stand. Her Name, pray, Sir Harry. 
vs ol Viz. Ay, ay, her Name, perhaps we know her. 
Wild. Her Name! Ay. ſhe has the ſofteſt, 
Whitelt Hand that e'er was made of Fleſh and Blood, 
her Lips ſo balmy ſweet - 
Stand. But her Name, Sir. | | 
Mild. Then her Neck and Breaſt; — her Breaſts 
do ſo heave, ſo heave. | L Singing. 
Vix. But her Name, Sir, her Quality. 


Wild 


8 The Conſtant Couple, 

Wild. Then her Shape, Collonel. 

Stand, But her Name I want, Sir. 

Wild. Then her Eyes, Vizard / 

Stand. 'Pſhaw, Sir Harry, her Name, or nothing, 

Wild. Then if you muſt have it, ſhe's call'd the 
Lady But then her Foot, Gentlemen, ſhe 
dances to a Miracle. Vizard, you have certainly loſt 
your Wager. | | Jury, 
Viz. Why, you have cettainly loſt your Senſes ; 2 
we ſhall never diſcover the Picture, unleſs you ſub. n bea 


Viz. 
you, 
admire 

Will 
true; - 
better. 
right - 


| ſcribe the Name. | | erum| 
Wild. Then her Name is Lurewell. purely 
Stand. 'Sdeath, my Miſtreſs, Aſide, Wil 
Viz, My Miſtreſs, by Jupiter. | 92 nough 
Wild. Do you know her, Gentlemen? Delib 
Stand. I have ſeen her, Sir. of he 
Wild. Can'ſ tell where ſhelodges? Tell me, dear MWiFiien: 
Collonel. my 0 
Stand, Your humble Servant, Sir. [Exit Stand. N poach 
Wild. Nay, hold Collonel, I'll follow you, and open 
will know. | R uns out, Viz 


Viz. The Lady Lurewell, his Miſtreſs! He loves {Wind | 
her. But ſhe loves me, — but he's a Baronet, and! 
lain Vizard; he has a Coach and Six, and I walk a Wi 


oot; I wasbred in London, and he in Paris; Miſtr 
That very Circumſtance has murder'd me — Then Via 
ſome Stratagem mult be laid to divert his Pretenſions. 90 
| 40 | | li 
Re-enter Wildair. Vi 

Wild. Prithee, Dick, what makes the Collonel ſo Wi 
out of Humour? | | Vis 
_ Viz. Becauſe he's out of Pay, I ſuppoſe. , 
Wild. Slife that's true; I was beginning to miſtruſt Vu 
ſome Rivalſhip in the Caſe. 1 white 
Viz. And ſuppoſe there were, you know the Col- ber! 
lonel can fight, Sir Harry. Wi 


Wild. Fight! Pfhaw! but he can't dance, ha! We Fi 
contend for a Woman, Vizard! *Slife, Man, if La- ſhe d 
dies were to be gain'd by Sword and Piſtol only, Wi 
what the Devil ſhould all we Beaux do? 


Vit 


0 
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Fr. I try him farther. Aſide.] But wou'd not 
Jou, Sir Harry; fight for this Woman you fo much 


admire? _ | | ; 
wild. Fight! Let me confider. I love her- that's 


nue: but then I love honeſt Sir Harry Mildair 


better. The Lady Lureuell is divinely charming 
icht- but then a Thruſt i th Guts, or a Middleſex 
Jury, is as ugly as the Devil. 


Vz. Ay, Sir Harry, twere a dangerous Caſt for 


1 beau Baronet to be tried by a parcel of greaſie, 
eumbling,, bartering Boobies, who wou'd hang you 
purely becauſe you're a Gentleman. | | 

Wild. Ay, but on Yother hand, I have Money e- 
nough to bribe the Rogues with : So upon mature 
Deliberation, I wou'd fight for her. But no more 
of her. Prithee, Vixard, can't you recommend a 
Friend to a pretty Miſtreſs by the by, till I can find 
my own? You have ſtore, I'm ſure ; you cunning 
poaching Dogs make ſurer Game, than we that hunt 
open and fair. Prithee now, good Vizard. _ 

iz, Let me conſider a little. Now Love 
and Revenge inſpire my Politicks. Aſide. 

[ Pauſes whilfl Sir Harry walks ſinging. 

Mild. *?(haw ! thou'rt as long ftudying for a new 
Miſtreſs, as a Drawer is piercing a new Pipe. 

Viz, I deſign a new Pipe for you, and wholſome 
Vine; you'll therefore bear a little Expectation. 
Wild. Ha! ſay'ſt thou, dear Vizard, 

Viz. A Girl of Sixteen, Sir Harry. 2 
Wild. Now ſixteen thouſand Bleſſings light on thee, 
Viz. Pretty and Witty. 

Hild. Ay, ay, but her Name, Vizard. 

Viz. Her Name! yes, ſhe has the ſofteſt 
vhiteſt Hand that e er was made of Fleſh and Blood, 
ber Lips ſo balmy ſweet | 


Hild. Well, well, but where ſhall I find her, Man? 


Fiz. Find her! 
lhe dances to a Miracle. 
Wild, Prithee don't diſtract me. 


but then her Foot, Sir Harry; 


Viz 


ö 
| 
| 
| 
N 
| 
| 
F 
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Viz, Well then, you muſt know, that this Lag 
is the greateſt Beauty in Town; her Name's Ano, 
She that paſſes for her Mother is a private Baud 
and call'd the Lady Darling; ſhe goes for a Barone! 
Lady, (no Diſparagement to your Honour, Sir Har 
I aſſure you. | 

Wild, 'i ſhaw, hang my Honour; but what Street 
what Houſe ? 
Viz. Not ſo faſt, Sir Harry; you muſt have m 
Paſport for your Admittance, and you'll find en 
Recommendation in a Line or two will procure yo 
very civil Entertainment; I ſuppoſe 20 or 30 Piece 
handſomly plac'd, will gain the Point ; I' enſure be 
ſound, | | | 

Wild, Thou deareſt Friend to a Man in Neceſlity 
—— Here, Sirrah, order my Coach about to $t 
Fames's; I'll walk acroſs the Park. | To his Servant 


ſhip'd 
pleat 
kd ulur 
e keep 
ah of 
tn1gues 
Wild 
e Fell 
Hops 
Bug 
ke. O 
wt nos 
ell te 
ſhere 
Enter Clincher Senior. 

Clinch. Here, Sirrah, order my Coach about tt 
St. Zame's, I'll walk acroſs the Park too 

Mr. V:izard, your moſt devoted 

Sir, [fo Wildair] I admire the Mode of yo 
Shoulderknot. | 

Methinks it hangs very emphatically, and carrie 
an Air of Travelin it; | 

Your Sword-knot too is moſt ornamentally modill, 

And bears a foreign Mien. 

Gentlemen, My Brother is juſt arriv'd in Town, 
So that being upon the Wing to kiſs his Hands, 
T hope you'll pardon this abrupt Departure, of 

Gentlemen, your moſt deyoted, and moſt faithful 
humble Servant. | [ Exit 

Mild. Prithee doſt know him? 

Viz. Know bim! why 'tis Clincher, who was Ap 
828 to my Uncle Smuggler, the Merchant in the 
City. 

Wild. What makes him ſo gay? 

Viz. Why he's in Mourning, 

Wild. In Mourning ! 


2 
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we. Ves, for his Father, rhe kind old Man in 
1fordſhire t'other Day broke his Neck a Fox- 
eng; | 

| «Son upon the News has broke his Indentures ; 
pd from behind the Counter into the Side-Box, 
wears Merchandiſe, where he muſt live by Cheating. 
nd uſurps Gentility, where he may die by Raking. 

e keeps his Coach, and Liveries, Brace of Geldings, 
ah of Miſcreſſes, talks of nothing but Wines, 

teues, Plays, Faſhions, and going to the Jubilee. 
Wild. Ha, ha, ha, how many pound of Pulvil muſt 
eFellow uſe in ſweetning himſelf from the ſmell 
Hops and Tobacco ? . 

wgh—'my Conſcience methought, 

ke Olivias Lover, he ſtunk of Thames-ſtreer. 

ut now for Angelica, that's her Name: 

el to the Prince's Chocolate-Houſe, _ 

ſhere you ſhall write my Paſport, Allons. [Exeunt. 


SCENE, Lady Lurewell's Lodgings. 


Lurewell aud her Maid Parly. | 
Lure. Parly, my Pocket-Book--let me ſee-- Madrid, 
nice, Paris, London! Ay, London ! They may talk 
hat they will of the hot Countries, but I find Love 
oft fruitful under this Climate—In a Month's ſpace, 
live I gain'd—let me ſee, Imprimis, Collonel Standard. 
Par, And how will your Ladyſhip manage him? 
Lure. As all Soldiers ſhould be manag'd, he ſhall 
„ Wc ine till T gain my Ends, then I'll disband him. 

Par. But he loves you, Madam. 
fa Lure. Therefore I ſcorn him; | | 
rr hate all that don't love me, and flight all that do: 
ould his whole deluding Sex admir'd me. 

Ab- bus wou'd I flight them all; 

ly Virgin and unwary Innocence 

"a wrong d by faithleſs Man, 

ut gow glance Eyes, plot Brain, diſſemble Face, 

e Tongue, and be aſecond Eve to tem Nee, and 
2 amn 


I2 
Damm the treacherous Kind. 
Let me ſurvey my Captives. 
The Collonel leads the Van; next Mr. Vixard, 
He courts me out of. the Practice of Piety, 
Therefore is a Hypocrite: | | 
Then Clineher, he adores me with Orangeree, 
And is conſequently a Fool; g 
Then my ola Merchant, Alderman Smugler, 
He's a Compound of both; — out of which Med 
of Lovers, if I don't make good Diverſion 
What dy'e think, Parly ? 1 
Par. I think, Madam, I'm like to be very virtuo 
in your Service, | | 
If you teach me all thoſe Tricks that you uſe to yo 
Lovers. 3 
Lure. You're a Fool, Child ! obſerve this, th 
tho'a Woman ſwear, forſwear, lie, diſſemble, bac 
bite, be proud, vain, malicious, any thing, if (he 
Cures the main Chance, ſhe's ſtill virtuous; thats 
Maxim, | 5 
Par. I can't be perſuaded tho', Madam, but th 
you really lov'd Sir Harry Wildair in Paris. 
Lure. Of all the Lovers I ever had, he was n 
greateſt Plague, for I cou'd never make him uneaſe 


The Conſtant Couple, 


I left him involv'd in a Duel upon my Account; 


long to know whether the Fop be kill'd or not. 


| Enter Standard. | 
O Lord! no ſooner talk of killing, but the Sold! 
is conjur'd up; you're upon hard Duty, Collonel, tt 
ſerve your King, your Country, and a Miſtreſs too 
Stand. The latter, J muſt confeſs, is the hardelt 
for in War, Madam, we can be reliev'd in our Du 
ty ; but in Love, who wou'd take our Poſt, is our k 
nemy; Emulation in Glory is tranſporting, but N 
vals here intolerable. 1 
Lure. Thoſe that bear away the Prize in the Fiel 


ſhould boaſt the fame Succeſs in the Bed-chamber; | 


We 


and I think, conſidering the Weakneſs of our Sex, 


ſhout 
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ud make thoſe our Companions who can be our 
umpions. | 5 | 

4) once, Madam, hop'd the Honour of de- 
ding you from all Injuries thro' a Title to your 
ly Perſon, but now my love muſt attend my 
tine. My Commiſſion, Madam, was my Paſ- 
tro the Fair; adding a Nobleneſs to my Paſſion, 
ſampt a Value in my Love; 'twas once the Life 
Honour, but now its Winding-Sheet, and with it 
my Love be buried. | 

Mr, What! disbanded Collonel ? 

Yard. Yes, Mrs. Parly. 

par. Faugh, the nauſeous Fellow! he ſtinks of Po- 


Med! 


Ittug 


lure. His Misfortune troubles me, cauſe it may 
ment my Deſigns. Aſide. 
ard. Ill chuſe, Madam, rather to deſtroy my 
on by abſence abroad, than bave it ſtarv'd at 
me. : 
lure. I'm ſorry,” Sir, you have ſo mean an Opini- 
of my Affection, as to imagine it founded upon 
ur Fortune. And to convince you of your Mi- 
ke, here I vow by all that's ſacred, I own the ſame 
fection now as before. Let it ſuffice, my Fortune 
conſiderable. © | | 
Stand. No, Madam, no; I'll never be a Charge 
ner [ love! The Man that ſells himſelf for Gold, 
the worſt of Proftitutes. 
ure. Now were he any other Creature but a 
an, I cou'd love him. = [4ſide. 
Stand. This only laſt Requeſt I make, that no Ti- 
recommend a Fool, no Office introduce a Knave, 
Ir Coat a Coward to my Place in your Affections; ſo 
ewell my Countrey, and adieu my Love. [Exzt. 
Lire. Now the Devil take thee for being ſo honoura- 
e Here, Parly, call him back, I ſhall loſe half my Di- 
mon elſe. Now for a trial of Skill. [Re-enter Collonel. 
hope you'll pardon my Curiofity : 

ben do you take your journey? | 


Stand. | 


already. Cog [Aſide. 4 
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Stand. To morrow Morning, early, Madam, 
Lure. So ſuddenly! which way are you deſig 
to travel ? 5 5 
Stand. That I can't yet reſolve on. 
Lure. Pray Sir, tell me, pray Sir; I intreat yo 
Why are you ſo obſtinate ? 


14 


Stand. Why are you fo curious, Madam? 
Lure. Becauſe 
Stand. What! 
Lure. Becauſe, I, I, | 
Stand. Becauſe ! What Madam ?-=-pray tell me, 
Lure. Becauſe I deſign to follow you. (Cryin 
Stand. Follow me! By all that's great, I ne er y 
proud before. | 1 85 
But ſuch Love from ſuch a Creature 
Might ſwell the Vanity of the proudeſt Prince, 
Follow me ! By Heaven's thou ſhalt not. 
What! expoſe thee to the Hazards of a Camp 
Rather I'll ſtay, and here | 
Bear the Contempt of Fools, and worſt of Fortune. 
Lure. You need not, ſhall not, my Eſtate for bol 
is ſufficient. 
Stand. Thy Eſtate! No, I'll turn a Knave, anc 
purchaſe one my ſelf; I'll cringe to the proud Ma 


J undermine, and fawn on him that I wou'd bite i 


Death; I'll tip my Tongue with Flattery, and ſmoo! 
my Face with Smiles; Ill turn Pimp, Informe: 
Office broker, nay Coward, to be great; and facrif 
it all to thee, my generous Fair. | 


Lure. And 1]! diſſemble, lye, ſwear, jilt, any thing 


but I'll reward thy Love, and recompenſe thy nova 


Paſſion. „ * 4 
Stand. Sir Harry, ha, ha, ha; poor Sir Harry, It 
ha, ha, 
ha, ha, ha. 2 T | 

Lure, What Sir Harry, Collonel, What Sir Harry / 
Stand. Sir Harry Wildair, Madam, 

Lure. What ? Is he come over ? 

Stand. Ay, and he told me---but I don't believe 
2 Syllable on't, 


Lie, 


Kather kiſs her Hand than the Pope's Tow 
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Tyre. What did he tell you? | 
Land. Only call'd you his Miſtreſs, and pretend- 
to be extravagant in your Commendation, would 
inly infinuate the Praiſe of his own Judgment and 
00d Fortune in a Choice. 
tyre, How eaſily is the Vanity of Fops tickled by 
ur Sex! 
Stand. Why, your Sex is the Vanity of Fops. - 
Lye. O' my Conſcience, | believe ſo ; this Gen- 
man, becauſe he Danc'd well, I pitch'd- on for a 
urtner at a Ball in Paris, and ever ſince he has 
perſecuted me with Letters, Songs, Dances, Se- 
nding, Flattery, Foppery, and Noiſe, that I was 
cd to fly the Kingdom And J warrant you 
e made you jealous. _ | 

Stand. Faith, Madam, I was alittle uneaſie. 

Iure. You ſhall have a plentiful Revenge; I'll ſend 
im back all his fooliſh Letters, Songs and Verſes, 
nd you your ſelf ſhall carry em; 'twill afford you 
Opportunity of triumphing, and free me from his 
ther Impertinence ; for of all Men he's my Aver- 
lon, l'll run and fetch them inſtantly. 

Stand. Dear Madam, a rare Project! How ſhall I 
nit him like Acteon with his own Dogs Well, 
Mrs. Parly, tis order'd by Act of Parliament, that 
you receive no more Pieces, Mrs. Parly. | 
Par, Tis provided by the ſame Act, that you ſend 
o more Meſſages by me, good Collonel; you muſt 
lot pretend to ſend any more Letters, unleſs you 
an pay the Poſtage. 

Stand. Come, come, don't be mercenary ; take 
L1ample by your Lady, be honourable. | 

Par. A lack a day, Sir, it ſhews as ridiculous and 
laughty for us to imitate our Betters in their Honour, 
as in their Finery ; leave Honour to Nobility that 
an ſupport it: We poor Folks, Collonel, have ao 
pretence to't; and truly, I think, Sir, that your Ho- 
hour ſhou'd be caſhier'd with your Leading-ftaff. 

Stand. Tis one of the greateſt Curſes of Poverty, 


t yot 


une. 
r bot! 


„ AN 
| Mat 
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1 00tl 
rmet 


crifice 


thing 
noble 


„ ha 
Toe, 


ry / 


lie re 


0 be the Jeſt of Chambermaids ! 3 
Lure, . | 


| 
| 
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| Enter Lurewell. | 
Lure, Here's the Packet, Collonel ; the wh 
Magazine of Love's Artillery. [Gives him the Pack, 
Stand. Which ſince I have gain'd, I will turn w 
on the Enemy; Madam, Tl bring you the News g 
my Victory this Evening. Poor Sir Harry, ha, ha 
a | 


3 [Ex 
Lure To the right about as you were, march, Col 


lonel! Ha, ha, ha. 


Vain Man, who boaſts of ſtudy d Parts and Wiles! 
Nature in us, your deepeſt Art beguiles, 
Stamping deep Cunning in our Frowns and Smiles, 


You toil for Art, your Intellects you trace; 
Woman, without a thought, bears Policy in her Fay 


The End of the firſt A EY, 


FEC IG II II NIP 6I6 36363 


Ar 
SCENE, Clincher Junior's Lodgings, 


Enter Clincher opening a Letter, Servant following, 


he Dear Brother, 
Clin. reads. 7 Will ſee you preſently; ] have ſent thi 
Lad to wait on you, he can inſirutt you 


in the Faſhions of the Town ; 1 am your affeftionate 


Brother, FED” 
Incher. 


Very well, and what's your Name, Sir ? 
Dick. My Name is Dicky, Sir, 

Clin. Dic hy! 

Dick, Ay, Dicky, Sir. 


Clin, 
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Clin. Very well, a pretty Name! And what can 
you do, Mr. Dicky ? ”E 5 
pic. Why, Sir, I can powder a Wig, and pick up 
4 Whore. | | | | 
Clin. O Lord! O Lord! A Whore! Why are 18 
there many Whores in this Town ? | 55 | 
Dick. Ha, ha, ha, many Whores? There's a Que- 1 
ſion indeed; why Sir, there are above five hundred 1 
surgeons in Town. —Hark'e, Sir, do you fee that 
Woman there in the Velvet Scarf, and red Knots? 
Clin. Ay, Sir, what then? 
Dick. Why, ſhe ſhall be at your Service in three 
5 Minutes, as I'ma Pimp. | 125 
Clin, O Jupiter Ammon? Why ſhe's a Gentlewo- 
man. | = 
8 Dick, A Gentlewoman ! Why ſo are all the Whores 
in Town, Sir. | 


Enter Clincher Senior. 
K* Clin. ſen. Brother, you're welcome to London! 

Clin. jun, I thought, Brother, you ow'd ſo much 
to the Memory of my Father, as to wear Mourning 
for his Death. 

Clin. ſen, Why ſo I do, Fool; I wear this becauſe 
| have the Eftate, and you wear that, becauſe you 
have not the Eftate. You have cauie to mourn in— 
deed, Brother, Well, Brother, l'm glad, to lee you, 
g. fare you well. Going. 

Clin. jun. Stay, ſtay, Brother, where are you going? 
| Clin. ſen, How natural 'tis for a Country Booby 
this to a5 impertinent Queſtions. Hark'e, Sir, is not my 
you Father dead ? | 
TT Clin. jun, Ay, ay, to my Sorrow. | 
Clin. ſen. No matter for that, he's dead; and am 
her, not l a young powder'd extravagant Engl; Her? 
Clin. jun. Very right, Sir. EN 
Clin. ſen. Why then, Sir, you may be ſure that I 
am going to the Jubilee, Sir. Th 
Cun jun. Jubilee! What's that? 


. 


lin, F | C 7 LY 


A * 
. p ——ͤ „% ?ò ]ĩc 7 O—Ü o é —-—- . —U— —: I : — — 
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— EC ⁵˙¹:A᷑̃1 ẽ²̃ʃͤ Yo. 6 Wain. 1 Are SeEIT Abirri Res ow N 


| ants, and Squibbs, and Raree Shows, and all that, $i 


through Muſcovy to learn Faſhions, don't you, Bro en 
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Clinch. ſen. Jubilee ! Why the Jubilee is ff 
I don't know what it is. | 


Dick. Why, the Jubilee is the ſame thing with ou 
Lord Mayors Day in the City; there will be pa 


Clin. jun. And muſt you go ſo ſoon, Brother? 
Clin. ſen, Yes, Sir, for J muſt ſtay a Month i 
"Amſterdam, to ſtudy Poetry, | 

Clin. jun. Then I ſuppoſe, Brother, you trave the 


| | I 
ther? 
Clin. ſen. Brother! Prithee, Robin, don't call nd ” 
Brother; Sir, will do every jot as well. _ 
Clin. jun. O Fupiter Ammon! Why ſo? 
Clin. ſen. Becauſe People will imagine that yo 
have a ſpight at me But have you ſeen jou D. 
Couſin Angelica yet, and her Mother the Lady Dar 
ling? | | Con, 
Clin. jun. No, My Dancing-Maſter has not beet 
with me yet : How ſhall I ſalute them, Brother ? 
Clin. ſen. Pſhaw, that's eaſie, tis only two Scrapes 
a Kiſs, and your humble Servant; I'II tell you more 
when I come from the Jubilee: Come along. 8 
8 [ Exeunt 3 
SCENE, Lady Datling's Houſe. ala 
Enter Wildair with @ Letter, 1 
Wild. 2 Light and Heat incorporate we lay, | 2 
We bleſt the Night, and curſt the coming Da) as 
8 
Well, if this Paper-kite flies ſure, I'm ſecure of my 14 


Game——Humph! The prettieſt Bordel I have ſeen, te! 
s el 
a very ſtately genteel one. | Footmen croſs the Stag. 


Hey day ! Equipage too! Now for a Bawd by the 


Curteſy, and a Whore with a Coat of Arms—'Sdeath _ 
I'm afraid I've miſtaken the Houſe, | won! 


Ente 


The Conſtant Couple. 19 


Enter Lady Darling. 

No, this muſt be the Bawd by her Bulk. 

Darl. Your Buſineſs, pray Sir? 

wild. Pleaſure, Madam. | Th 

Darl. Then, Sir, you have no Bufineſs here. 

wild. This Letter, Madam, will inform you far- 
ther; Mr. Vizard ſent it, with his humble Service te 
your Lady ſnip. 3 

Darl. How does my Couſin, Sir? 

wild. Ay, her Couſin too, that's right Procureſs 
agen. 


Madam 


Darl. reads. E Earneſt Inclination to ſer ve Sir Har- 
ry Madam Court my 
Conſin Gentleman Fortune 


Your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant, 


VIZ ARD. 


Sir, Your Fortune and Quality are ſufficient to re- 
commend you any where; but what goes farther 
with me, is the Recommendation of ſo ſober and pi- 
ous a young Gentleman as my Couſin Vizard, | 

Hild. A right ſanctify'd Bawd o' my Word. 

Darl, Sir Harry, your Converſation with Mr. Vi- 
zard argues you a Gentleman, free from the looſe and 
vicious Carriage of the Town; 11} therefore call my 
Daughter. Exit. 

Wild. Now go thy way for an illuſtrious Bawd of 
Babylon She dreſſes up a Sin ſo religiouſly, chat 
tie Devil wou'd hardly know it of his making. 


Re-exter Darling with Angelica 
Darl. Pray Daughter uſe him civilly, ſuch Matches 
won t offer every Day. Exit, 
EN ld. O all ye Powers of Love! An Angel! death, 
bat Mony have J got in my Focker I can't ofer 
" ner 
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Her leſs than twenty Guineas ——— and by 7757 
ſhes worth a hundred. Jin. 

Angel. Tis he! The very ſame ! And his Perſon 
as agreeable as his Character of good Humour 


Pray Heave'n his Silence proceed from ReſpeR. + 
_Iild. How innocent ſhe looks! How would that = 
Modeſty adorn Virtue, when it makes even Vice 
look ſo charming! By Heav'n there's ſuch ai bent 
commanding Innocence in her Looks, that I date 3 


not ask the Queſtion. 
Angel. Now all the Charms of real Love and feige 
Indifference aſſiſt me to engage bis Heart, for mine | 
1s Joſt alrcady. | | Wi 
Wild. Madam I., I—Zoons, I cannot ſpeak to Hen 
her—But ſhe's a Whore, and I will Madam, in „ 
ſhort, I. I O Hypocriſie, Hypocriſie, What yy; 
charming Sin art thou? vi h 

Angel. He is caught ; now to ſecure my Conqueſ Ml... 
— ] thought, Sir, you had Buſineſs to communicate. WM 0. 
Hild. Buſineſs to communicate! How nicely the Where 
words it! Yes, Madam! have alittle Buſineſs to com- jy; 
municate. Don't you love ſinging Birds, Madam? Whj.,, 

Angel. That's an odd Queſtion for a Lover — Har 
„ | 

Wild. Why then, Madam, here is a Neſt of the bro 
prettieſt Goldfinches that ever chirp'd in a Cage; Ml c 


twenty young ones, I aſſure you, Madam. Di 
Angel. Twenty young ones! What then, Sir? Cl; 
wild. Why then, Madam, there are—twenty young beau 

ones 'Slite, I think twenty is pretty fair. Di 


Angel. He's mad, ſure — — Sir Harry, when you Bro 
have learn'd more Wit and Manners, you ſhall be a kiſs 
welcome here agen. 
wild. Wit and Manners! I Gad now I conceive 
there is a great deal of Wit and Manners in twenty 
Guineas —-I'm ſure tis all the Wit and Manners | 
have about me at preſent, What ſhall I do? 

Sta 


Enter. 
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nter Clincher junior and Dicky. 
What the Devil's here? Another Couſin, I warrant 
je! Harke, Sir, can you lend me ten or a dozen 
Guineas inſtantly? l' pay you fifteen for them in 


that three Hours upon my Honour. 
cell clin. jun. Theſe London Sparks are plaguy impu- 
hai tent! This Fellow, by his Wig and Aſſurance, can 


date be no leſs than a Courtier. EE 
Dick, He's rather a Courtier by his borrowing. 
gag Clin. jun. Faith, Sir, I han't above five Guineas 
nme ig bout me. 
Hild. What Buſineſs have you here then, Sir? For 
k toe my Knowledge twenty won't be ſufficient. 
4 0 Clin. jun. Sufficient! For what, Sir? 
"at 1989 ld. What Sir! Why, for that Sir, what the De- 
zi ſhould ir be, Sir; I know your Buſineſs not with- 
que Wl ding all your Gravity, Sir. 


cate, Wi Clin. jun. My Bulineſs! Why my Couſin lives 
y tbe Where. | | 

1 Wild. T know your Coſin does live here, and 
n Wtrd's Couſin, and every Body's Couſin — 


Hark'e, Sir, 1 ſhall return immediately; and if you 
offer to touch her till I come back, I (hall cut your 
f the WW Throat, Raſcal. | LExit. 
ade; Clin. jun. Why the Man's mad, ſure ! 
Dick, Mad, Sir, ay; why he's a Beau. | 
| Clin. jun, A Beau! What's that? are all Madmen 
Oung beaux? | 
Dick, No, Sir ; but moſt Beaux are Madmen. But 
1. tow for your Couſin : Remember your three Scrapes, 
all de Ma kiss, and your humble Servant. 
| [Exeunt, as into the Houſe 


1celve | 
wenty | 
abe, | SCENE, the Street. 
Enter Wildair, Collonel following. 
Sand. Sir Harry, Sir Harry. 1 
| f 
Enter. 


F. 3 Wild. 
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Mild. I'm in haſte, Collonel; beſides, if you're in 
no better Humour than when F parted with you in 
the Park this Morning, your Company won't be yery 
agreeable. _ 

Stand. You're a happy Man, Sir Harry, who are 
never out of Humour: Can nothing move your Gal, 
Sir Harry. | 

Mild. Nothing but Impoſſibilities, which are the 
ſame as nothing. 15 

Stand, What Impoſſibilities? 

Wild. The Reſurrection of my Father to difin- 
herit me, or an Act of Parliament againſt Wench- 
ing, A Man of Eight thouſand Pound per Annum to 
be vext! No, no, Anger and Spleen are Companions 
tor younger Brothers. | e 

Stand. Suppoſe one call'd you Son of a Whore be- 
hind your Back. | „ 

Hd. Why, then wou'd I call him Raſcal behiud 
his Back, ſowe're even. hee 

Stand, But ſuppoſe you had loſt a Miſtreſs. 

Hild. Why, then I wou'd get another. 

Stand. But ſuppoſe you were diſcarded by the 
Woman you love, that wou'd ſurely trouble you. 
Wild. Vou'ie miſtaken, Colonel; my Love is nel- 
ther romantically honourable, nor meanly mercena- 
ry; tis only a Pitch of Gratitude ; While ſhe loves 
me, I loye her; when ſhe deſiſts, the Obligation 
vals. | 

Stand. But to be miſtaken in your Opinion, Sir: if 
the Lady Lurewell (only ſuppoſe it) had diſcarded 
you I fay, only ſuppoſe it —— and had {ent 
your Diſcharge by me. 2 

114. 'Plhaw ! that's another Impoſſibility. 

Stand. Are you ſure of that? 

Wild. Why, 'twere a Soleciſm in Nature. Why 
| ſhe's a Rib of me, Sir. She dances with me, ing 
with me, plays with me, ſwears with me, lies wilt 


me. 


Stand. How, Sir? 
Wild, 
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Wild. 1 mean in an honourable way; that is, {1.© 
for me. In ſhort, we are as like one another 
va couple of Guineas. . 
and. Now that I have rais'd you to the higheſt 
pinnacle of Vanity, will I give you ſo mortitying a 
zall, Nil, as thall daſh your Hopes to pieces. I pray 


jour Honour to peruſe thele Papers. TIS 
| Gives him the Packet. 


nent, Collonel 2 | | 
Stand. No, no; 'tis a Liſt of your Forces in your 


gsbanded. | EINE 
Wild. Prithee, good Metaphorical Collonel, what 
Tye mean? : | 


mat will unfold your Deſtiny. _ 

nud WM d. So it be not a falſe Deed to cheat me of my 
Elate, what care I.—[Opening the Packet.) Humph ! 
my Hand! to the Lady Lyrewell, to the Lady 
Lurewell, — to the Lady Lurewell,. What the 

the Devil haſt thou been tampering with, to conjure up 

eee Spirits? $236 es 

nei · . Sand. A certain Familiar of your Acquaintance, 

na ir, read, read. ; - 

ves Bi Wild. Reading. Madam, my Paſſion ſo na- 

on's ral 

charms —— Mankind —— Eternal Admirer Mildair! 
: ik Inter was aſham'd of my Name before. 
del . Stand. What, Sir Harry Wildair out of Humour! 


lent I la, ha, ha, poor sir Harry; more Glory in her Smile 
than in the Jubilee at Rome, ha, ha, ha ! But then her 


Foot, Sir Harry, ſhe dances to a Miracle! ha, ha, ha! 


Fy, Sir Harry, a Man of your Parts write Letters 
by Wi bot worth keeping! What ſay'ſt thou, my dear 
ng) Knight Errant? ha, ha, ha! you may ſeek Adven · 


th Wi tures now indeed. 
Wild, ( ſings.] No, no, let her wander, &. 


Wild. What is't, the Muſter-Roll of your Regi- 


kt Love Campaign; and, for your Cc mcort, all 


Stand. Read, Sir, read; theſe are the Sibyls Leaves 


your Beauty contending Force of 


i E 4 Stand. 


—— —— om 9 * — 


up with falſe Muſick, that's all. 
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Stand. You are jilted to ſome Tune, Sir, bloyy 


Mild. Now, why ſhould I be angry that a Woman 
is a Woman? Since Inconſtancy and Falſhood are 
grounded in their Natures, how can they helpit? 

Stand. Then they muſt be grounded in your Nx 
ture; for She's a Rib of you, Sir Harry. 

Mild. Here's a Copy of Verſes too; I muſt turn 
Poet in the Devil's Name.—S'ay——'Sdeath, what's 
here? This is her hand—Oh the charming Chan- 
cters! My dear Wildair. [ Reading.) That's I egad! 
this huff bluff Collonel — that's he — is the rareſt Focl in 
Nature =m——the Devil he is! — Aud as ſuch har 
Ius him with all my Heart, Faith, 


T had no better way of letting you know that I lod Ine w 


in St. James's near the Holy Lamb. Lurewell, Collonel, Wong t 


I'm your moſt humble Servant. | Viz 
Stand. Hold, Sir, you ſthan't go yet; I ha'n't de- Mee 
liver'd half my Meſſage. - 
Wild. Upon my Faith but you have, Collonel. But 1 
Stand. Well, well, own your Spleen; out with it, Nals. 
I know you're like to burſt, 


Mild. lam ſo, e Gad, ha, ha, ha. Th 
| | [ Laugh and pon at one another. “ 

Stand. Ay, with all my Heart, ha, ha. | He 
Well, well, that's forc'd Sir Harry. „ Ai 
Wild. J was never better pleas d in all my Life, by | 
Jupiter. Vi 


Stand. Well, Sir, Harry, *tis Prudence to hide your MW ball 
Concern, when there's no help fort: But to be 
be ſerious now. The Lady has ſent you back all your MW tier 
Papers there I was ſo juſt as not to look upon em. wil 

Wild. I'm glad ont, Sir; for there were ſome MW fon 
things that I would not have you ſee. | hou 
Stand, All this the has done for my ſake, and [ de. 
fire you would decline any farther Pretenſions for 
your own fake. So honeſt, good-natur'd Sir Harry, 
I'm your humble Servant. >... Ext 
Wild. Ha, ha, ha, poor Collonel! O the delight of I 


an ingenious Miſtreſs! what a Life and Bricknek i ton 
adds 
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as to an Amour, like the Loves of mighty Fove, 
fill ſuing in different Shapes. A Legerdemain Miſtreſs, 
ho, Preſto! Paſs! and (he's vaniſh'd, then Hey! in an 
Infant in your Arms again, ( Going. 


Enter Vizard. 

Fiz, Well met, Sir Harry; what News from the 
land of Love? 

Wild. Faith, we made but a Broken Voyage by 
our Chart; but now 1 am bound for another Port; 
[told you the Collonel was my Rival. _ 

7iz, The Collonel! curs'd Misfortune ! another! 

| | 4 ſide. 

Wild. But the civileſt in the World; he brought 
ne word where my Miſtreſs lodges: The Story's too 
ons to tell you now, for I muſt fly. ny. 

Viz. What! have you given over all thoughts of 
Angelica ? | h | 
Hild. No, no, I'll think of her fome other time. 
But now for the Lady Lurewell; Wit and Beauty 
calls, | 


That Miſtreſs ne'er can pall her Lover's Joys, 
Whoſe Wit can whet, whene'r her Beauty cloys. 
Her little amorous Frauds all Truths excel, 


And make us happy, being deceiv d ſo well, \Exit. 


Viz. ſolus The Collonel my Rival too! how 
(hall I manage? There is but one way him and 
the Knight will I ſet a tilting, where one cuts t'o- 
ther's Throat, and the Survivor's hang'd: So there 
will be two Rivals pretty decently diſpos'd of. Since 
Honour may oblige them to play. the Fool, why 
lhould not Neceſlity engage me to play the Knave. 


SCENE, Lurewell's Lodgings. 


Exit, 


Lurewell and Parly. 
Late. Has my Servant brought me the Money 
tom my Merchant? 


F 5 Par. 
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himſelf immediately, 


* 


Pay. No, Madam, he met Alderman Smuggler t 
Charing-Croſs, who has promis'd to wait on yoy 
Ture Tis odd, that this old Rogue ſhou'd pre. 
tend to love me, and at the ſame time cheat me of 
my Money. | | 

Par. 'Tis well, Madam, if he don't cheat you of 
and for you ſay, the Writings are in his 

ands. 

Lure. But what Satisfaction can I get of him? Oh! 
here he comes. | 

| Enter Smuggler. 

Mr. Alderman, your Servant ; have you brought 
me any M-ney, Sir? 

Smug. Faith, Madam, Trading is very dead; what 
with paying the Taxes, raiſing the Cuſtoms, Loſſes 
at Sea abroad, and maintaining our Wives at home, 
the Bank is reduc'd very low. 1 

Lure. Come, come, Sir, theſe Evaſions won't ſerve 
your turn ; I muſt have Money, Sir 1 hope 
you don't deſign to cheat me. | 
' Smug. Cheat you, Madam! have a care what you 
ſay: I'm an Alderman, Madam! Cheat you, Madam! 
J have been an honeſt Citizen theſe five and thirty 
Years! 

Lure. An honeſt Citizen ! bear witneſs, Parly! | 
ſhall trap him in more Lies preſently. —-— Come, 
Sir, tho' I am a Woman, I can take a courſe. 
 Smug. What courſe, Madam? You'll go to Lay, 
will ye? I can maintain a Suit of Law, be it right 
or wrong, theſe forty Years, I'm ſure of that, thanks 
to the honeſt Practice of the Courts. 120 

Lure. Sir, I'll blaſt your Reputation, and ſo ruin 
your Credit. 

Smug. Blaſt my Reputation ! he, he, he : Why, 
I'm a religious Man, Madam! I have. been very in- 
ſtrumental in the Reformation of Manners : Ruin my 
Credit! ah, poor Woman. There is but one way, 
Madam, you have a ſweet leering Eye. 

Lure, You inſtrumental in the Reformation! How? 

Snug. 
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at ng. 1 whipt all the Whores, Cut and Long-Tail, 
on owt of the Pariſh Ah! thatleering Eye! 7 hen I 
voted for tulling down the Playhouſe : Ah! that 
Ogle, that Ogle—Then my own pious Example: 
or Ah! that Lip, that Lip! * 5 
| Lure. Here's a religious Rogue for you now !—— 
Of WF hope to be ſay'd, 1 have a good mind to beat: 
us the old Monſter. | | 

Smug. Madam, I have breught you about a hun- 
Un! died and fifty Guineas, (a great deal of Money As: 

Times go) and - 9 

Lure. Come, give em me. | 
Bi! BY mug. Ah! that Hand, that Hand, that pretty 
ſoft, white. have brought it, you ſee; but the 


= Condition of the Obligation is ſuch, that whereas 
es that leering Eye, that pouting Lip, that pretty {oft 
me, hand that you underſtand me; you underſtand, 
1 I'm ſure you do, you little Rogue 


* Lure, Here s a Villain now, ſo covetous, that he: 
de won't Wench upon his own Coſt, but would bribe- 
me with my own Money. I will be reveng d. 


= Upon my word, Mr. Alderman, you make mebluſh; 
F iy what dye mean, pray 2: 


Smug. See here, Madam: 3 5 
= [Puts a Piece of Money in his Mouth. ] 
Buſs and Guinea, .Buſs and Guinea, Buſs and Guinea. 


Lure. Well, Mr. Alderman, you have ſuch pret- 
an winning Ways, that 1 will, ha, ha, ha, ha. 
ien Smug. Will you indeed, he, he, he, my little: 
ak Cocket; and when? and where? and how? 


Lure, 'Twill be a difficult point, Sir, to ſecure 

i both our Honours; you muſt therefore be. diſguis d 
Mr. Alderman. 

by smug. Pſhaw! no matter, I am an old Fornicator- 

i. Im not half ſo religious as I ſeem to be. Yowulittle: 

my Rogue; Why, {I'm diſguis'd as L am; our Sanctity is 

Way, al outfide,, all Hypocriſie, | 


wy F-6 Lure. 
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Jure. No Man is ſeen to come into this Houſe af. 
ter Night-fall ; you muſt therefore ſneak in, when 


'tis dark, in Woman's Cloaths. 
mug. With all my Heart! ——T have a Suit a pur. 


poſe, my little Cocket ; I love to be diſguis'd, I cod, 


1 make a very handſom Woman, I cod Ido. 


Enter Servant, whiſpers Lurewell. 

Lure. Oh! Mr. Alderman, ſhall I beg you to walk 
into next Room ? here are ſome Strangers coming 
up. 

smug. Buſs and Guinea firſt; ah, my little Ta 

| Exit, 
Enter Wildair. 


Wild. My I iſe, my Soul, my all that Heaven can give, 
Lure.Death's Life with thee, without thee Death to live, 


Welcome my dear Sir Harry, I ſee you got my Dire 
ctions. 

wild. Directions! in the moſt charming manner, 
thou dear Machiavel of Intrigue. | 

Lure. Still brisk and airy, I find, Sir Harry. 

Wild. The fight of you, Madam, exalts my Ait, 


and makes Joy lighten in my Face. 


Lure. J have a thouſand Queſtions to ask you, Sit 
Harry; How d'ye like France? 
Wild. Ah! eft le plus beau Pais du monde. 

Lure. Then what made you leave it ſo ſoon ? 

Wild. Madam, vous voyez que je vous ſuy partout. 

Lure. O Monſieur, je voux ſuis fort obligee But 
where's the Court now? 

Wild. At Marli, Madam. 

Lure. And where my Count, La Palier ? 


Wild. His Body's in the Church of Notre Dame ; 


I don't know where his Soul is. 
Lure. What Diſeaſe did he die of ? 
Wild. A Duel, Madam; I was his Doctor. 
Lure. How d'ye mean : 2 
Wild, As molt Doctors do, I kill d him. 


= 


Lurd, 


nh. 
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Ture. En Cavallier, my dear Knight Errant, well, 
and how, and how; what Intrigues, what Gallan- 
tries are carrying on in the Beau Monde! 

Wild. 1 ſhould ask you that Queſtion, Madam, ſince 
your Lady ſhip makes the Beau Monde wherever you 
ome. | 
Thane, Ah! Sir Harry, I've been almoſt ruin'd, pe- 
ferd ro death here, by the inceſſant Attacks of a 
mighty Collonel ; he has be ſieg'd me as cloſe as our 
Army did Namur. 3 

7ild. hope your Lady ſhip did not Surrender tho'. 

Lure, No, no, but was forc'd to Capitulate; but 
fnce you are come to raiſe the Siege, we'll Dance, 
ind Sing, and Laugh, 

Wild. And love and kiſs⁊ — Montrez moy votre 
chambre. 

Lure Attande, attande, un peu I remember, 
dir Harry, you promis'd me in Paris, never to ask 
that impertineat Queſtion agen. 

Wild. Pſhaw, Madam, that was above two Months 
270; beſides, Madam, Treaties made in France are 
never kept, 90 

Lure, Wou'd you marry me, Sir Harry ? 

Wild. Oh! Le marriage eſt une grand male ——— 
but I will marry you. | 

Lure. Your Word, Sir, is not to be rely'd on; if 
a Gentleman will forfeit his Honour in Dealings of 
Bulineſs, we may reaſonably ſuſpect his Fidelity in 
an Amour, 

Wild. My Honour in Dealings of Buſineſs! why, 
Madam, I never had any Buſineſs in all my Life. 

Lure. Yes, Sir Harry, I have heard a very odd 
Story, and am ſorry that a Gentleman of your Figure 
ſhould undergo the Scandal. 

Wild, Out with it, Madam. 

Lure. Why, the Merchant, Sir, that tranſmitted 
your Bills of Exchange to you in France, complains 
of ſome indirect and diſhonourable Dealings. 

Wild, Who, old Smuggler ! 


| Lure, 


—ͤ— ge than cad. Bs. Ly 2 — 
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Lure. Ay, ay, you know him I find. 
Wild. I have ſome Reaſgn, I think; why the 


Rogue has cheated me of above five hundred Pound 


within theſe three. Years, | 

Lure. 'Tis your Buſfneſs then to acquit your ſelf 
publickly ; for he ſpreads the Scandal every where. 

Mild. Acquit my felt publickly! — Here, Sirrah, 
my. Coach; Il drive inſtantly into the City, and 
cane the old Villain round the Royal-Exchange; he 
ſhall run the Gauntlet through a thouſand bruſht Bea. 
vers and formal Cravats. | 
Lure. Why, he is in the Houſe now, Sir. 
Mild. What, in this Houſe ? 

Lure. Ay, in the next Room. 

Wild. Then, Sirrah, lend me your Cudgel. 

Lure, Sir Harry, you won't raile a Diſturbance in: 


my Houſe ? 


Wild. Diſturbance, Madam, no, no, III beat him: 
with the Temper of a Philoſopher : Here, Mrs. Parly,. 
ſhew me the Gentleman. Exit with Parly. 

Lure. Now (hall 1 get the old Monſter well bea- 
ten, and Sir Harry peſter'd next Term with Bloods 
ſheds, Batteries, Coſts and Damages, Sollicitors and 
Attorneys; and if they don't teize him out of his 
good Humour, I'll never plot agen. [Exit, 


SCENE changes to another Room in the ſame: Houſe. 


Enter Smuggler. 
Smug. O, this damn'd Tide-waiter! A Ship and 
Cargo worth five thouſand Pound! why, tis richly. 
worth. five hundred Perjuries. 


| Enter Wildair.. 

Wild. Dear Mr. Alderman, I'm your moſt devoted 
and humble Servant. 

Smug My beſt Friend, Sir Harry,.you're welcome: 
to England. ; 
Wild. I'll aſſure you, Sir, there's not a Man in the 
King's Dominions I'm gladder to meet, Dear, dea 
Mr. Alderman. . [ Bowing. very low. 

Cſs 


me: 


lear 
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Smug. O Lord, Sir, you Travellers have the moſt: 
obliging ways with you. 1 0 

Wild. There is a Buſineſs, Mr. Alderman, fall n 
out, which you may oblige me infinitely by ——T 
m very ſorry that I am forc'd to be troubleſome ; but 
Neceſlity, Mr. Alderman. 

Smug. Ay, Sir, as you ſay, Neceſlity—But upon 
my word, Sir, I am very ſhort of Money at preſent, 
but | | To 
Hild. That's not the matter, Sir, I'm above an Ob- 
leation that way; but the Buſineſs is, I'm reduc'd to 
an indiſpenfible Neceſſity of being oblig'd to you for 
a Beating Here take this Cudgel. 

Smug. A beating, Sir Harry! ha, ha, ha; I beat 
a Knight Baronet ! an Alderman turn Cudgel-Player ! 
ha, ha, ha 50 | | 

Wild. Upon my Word, Sir, you muſt beat me, or 
| cudgel you; take your choice. | 

Smug. Pſhaw, 'pſhaw, you jeſt. _ | 

Wild, Nay, tis ſure as Fate: ſo, Alderman, I hope 
youll pardon my Curiofity. ED [ Strikes him. 

Smug. Curiofty! Duce take your Curioſity, Sir; 
what d'ye mean ? 3 

Wild, Nothing at all; I'm but in jeſt, Sir. 

mug. O, I can take any thing in jeſt; but a Man 
might imagine by the ſmartneſs of the Stroak, that 
you were in downright earneſt, 

Wild. Not in the leaft, Sir; | Strikes him.] not in 
the leaſt indeed, Sir. | 

Smug. Pray, good Sir, no more of your Jeſts; for 
they are the bfunteſ Jeſts that ever I knew. 

Wild. (Strikes. I heartily beg your pardon, with: 
all my Heart, Sir. | 

Smug. Pardon, Sir! well, Sir, that is SatisfaRtion- 
enough from a Gentleman : But ſeriouſly now, if 
you paſs any more of your Jeſts upon me, I ſhall 
grow angry. | 5 

Wild. 1 humbly beg your Permiſſion to break one 
or two more. [Strikes hims 


Sswmug: 
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Smug. O Lord. Sir, you'll break my Bones : Are 
you mad, Sir ? Murder, Felony, Manſlaughter. 
. 5 [ Wild. knocks him down, 
Wild. Sir, I beg you ten thouſand Pardons ; but 1 
am abſolutely compell'd to't, upon my Honour; Sir, 
nothing can be more averſe to my Inclinations, than 
to jeſt with my honeſt, dear, loving, obliging Friend, 


the Alderman. 


[Striking him all this while, Smuggler tumbles 
over and over, and ſhakes out his Pocket-Book on 
the Floor; Lurewell enters, tabes it up.] 
Lure. The old Rogue's Pocket-Book ; this may be 
of uſe. [Aſide.] O Lord, Sir Harry's murdering the 
poor old Man. | 
Smuz. O dear, Madam, I was beaten in jeſt, till 
Jam murder'd in good earneſt. 
Lure. Well, well, I'll bring you off, Senior — Fra- 
pex, Frapez. | | | 
Smug. O! For Charity's ſake, Madam, reſcue a 
poor Citizen. | 
Lure. O you barbarous Man! Hold! hold! Frater, 
plus rudement, 5 | 
Frapez. I wonder you are not aſham'd, [ Holding Wild. 
A poor reverend honeſt Elder ——| Helps Smug up, 


It makes me weep to ſee him in this Condition, poor 


Man 


Now the Devil take you, Sir Harry — For not beat- 
ing him harder: Well, my Dear, you ſhall come 


at Night, and I'll make you amends. 
| | | [Here Sir Harry tabes Snuff. 
Smug. Madam, I will have amends before I leave 
the Place, 
Sir, How durſt you uſe me thus ? 
Wild. Sir ? Wot | 
Smug. Sir, I ſay that I will have Satisfaction. 
Wild. With all my Heart. | | 
| [Throws Snuff into his Byes. 
Smug. O! Murder, Blindneſs, Fire; O Madam, 


Madam, get me ſome Water, Water, Fire, Fire, 
Water, Exit with Lutevel. 
| Www. 
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ld. How pleaſant is reſenting an Injury without 
Pion ? *Tis the Beauty of Revenge. | 


Let Stateſmen plot, and under Buſineſs groan, 
And ſettling public Quiet loſe their o; 
Let Soldiers drudge and fight for Pay, or Fame, 
For when they're ſhot, I think tis much the ſame, 
let Scholars vex their Brains with Mood and Tenſe, ) 
And mad with Strength of Reaſon, Fools commence, C 
Loſing their Wits in ſearching after/Senſe ; _ 
Their Summum Bonum they muſt toil to gain, 
And ſeeking Pleaſure, ſpend their Life in Pain : 
I make the moſt of Liſe, no Hour miſpend, 
Pleaſure's the Mean, and Pleaſure is my End. 
No Spleen, no Trouble ſhall my time deſtroy, 
Life's but a Span, I'll every Inch enjoy. Exit. 


The End of the Second A CT. 


FEET 


ACT II. 
SCENE, The Street. 


Enter Standard and Vizard. 


yy Bring him Word where ſhe lodg'd! I the ci- 


vileſt Rival in the World! Tis impoſlible. 


ix. I ſhall urge it no farther, Sir. | 

[ only thought, Sir, that my Character in the World 
might add Authority to my Words without ſo many 
Repetitions. 5 


Stand. Pardon me, dear Vizard. 


Our Belief ſtruggles hard before it can be brought 
10 yield to the Diſadvantage of what we love; he 
Tis ſo great an Abuſe to our Judgment, that it makes 


the 
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the Faults of our Choice our own Failing. 
But what ſaid Sir Harry ? 5 
Viz He pitied the poor credulous Collonel, lauph's 
heartily, 


_ Flew away with all the Raptures of a Bridegroom, 
repeating theſe Lines. 


34 


A Miſtreſs ne'er can pall her Tower's Joys, 
| Whoſe Wit can whet whene'er her Beauty cloys. 


Stand. A Miſtreſs ne er can pall ! * all my Wrong; 
he Whores her! And l'm made their Property. Ven- 
geance ! Vixard, you mult carry a Note for me to 
Sir Harry. 3 

Viz, What! a Challenge! I hope you don't de- 
fign to fight ? 

Stand. What! Wear the Livery of my King, and 
pocket an Afﬀeont! 'Twete an Abuſe to his Sacred 
e a, Soldiers Sword, Vizard, ſhould ſtart of it 
ſelf to redreſs it's M:ſter's Wrong. : | 

Viz. However, Sir, I think it not proper for me 
to carry any ſuch Meſſage between Friends. 

F Stand. I have ne'er a Servant here, what ſhall [ 
o 

ix. There's Tom Errand, the Porter, that plies at 
the Blue- Poſts, one who knows Sir Harry, and his 
Haunts very well; you may fend -a Note by him, 

Stand, Here, you, Friend. | 

Viz. 1 have now ſome Buſineſs, and muſt take my 
Leave, I wou'd adviſe you. nevertheleſs againſt this 
Affair. TO 

Stand. No whiſpering now, nor telling of Friends 
to prevent us. He that diſappoints a Man of an ho- 
nourab.e Revenge, may love him foolithly like 2 
Wife, but never value him as a Friend- 

"Viz, Nay the Devil take him that parts you! fay I. 


<8 Euter Porter running. 
Er. Did your Honour call a Porter? 


Stand. 


\ 
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$4;d. Is your Name Tom Errand? | | 
Frr, People call me ſo, an't like your Worfhip — 
Stand, Dye know Sir Harry Wildair ? 3 
Err. Ay, very well Sir, he's one of my beſt Maſters; 
many a round half Crown have I had of his Worſhip 
he's newly come home from France, Sir. 50 
Stand. Go to the next Coſſe- houſe, and wait for 
ne. O Woman, Woman, how bleſt is Man, when 
fwour'd by your Smiles, and how accurs'd when all 
thoſe Smiles are found but wanton Baits to ſooth us 


do Deſtruction. _ | 


Thus our chief Joys with baſe Allays are curſt, 
And our beſt things, when once corrupted, "_ 1 
| | x1k, 

Enter Wildair and Clincher ſenior following. 

Clinch. ſen. Sir, Sir, Sir, having ſome Bnſineſs of 
Importance to communicate to you, I wou'd beg 
your Attention to a trifling Affair that J you's im- 
part to your Underſtanding. _ 

wild. What is your trifling Bufineſs of Importance, 
pray ſweet Sir? | 

Clinch. ſen, Pray Sir, are the Roads deep between 
this and Paris. | 

Hild. Why that Queſlion, Sir? W 

Clinch. ſen. Becauſe I deſign to go to the Jubilee, 
Sir; I underſtand that you are a Traveller, Sir; there 
ian Air of Travel in the tie of your Cravat, Sir; there 
z indeed, Sir I ſuppoſe, Sir, you bought thts 
Lace in Flanders. | 

Mild. No, Sir, this Lace was made in Norway. 

Clinch, (en, Norway, Sir! £4 

Wild. Yes, Sir, of the Shavings of Deal-boards, 

Clinch. ſen. That's very ſtrange now, faith 
Lace made of the Shavings of Deal-boards ! I Gad, 
dr, you Travellers {ee very ſtrange things abroad, 
very incredible things abroad, indeed. Well, I'll have 
« Cravat of the very ſame Lace before I come home. 


Wild. 


ö 
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Mild. But, Sir, what Preparations have you made 


for your Journey ? ig Clin 

Clinch. ſen. A Caſe of Pocket-piſtols for the Bra-W NM 
vos and a ſwimming Girdle. he 4 d 

Wild. Why theſe, Sir? al the 

Clinch. ſen. O Lord! Sir, I'll tell you ſuppoſe Wil 
us in Rome now; away goes me I to ſome Bal - b th 
for I'll be a mighty Beau. Then, as I ſaid, I go to WM Cl 
ſome Ball, or ſome Bear-baiting, tis all one you ip c 
know then comes a fine Italian Bona Koba, and buſie 
plucks me by the Sleeve, Seigniour Angle, Seigniour de, 
Angle —— ſhe's a very fine Lady, obſerve that —— Wil 7 
Seigniour Angle, ſays ſhe, ——Sergniora, ſays I, and MW heark 


tr ps after her to the Corner of a Street, ſuppoſe it Wye 
Ru ſſel. ſtreeet here, or any other Street; then you know, WE this ( 
I muſt invite her to the Tavern, I can do no lefs.— Wy 
There up comes her Bravo; the Halian grows ſaucy, Cl; 
and I give him an Ergli/h Douſe of the Face. I can Wo fa 
box, Sir, box tightly; I was a Prentice, Sir,---but WM mult 
then, Sir, he whips out his Srilletto, and I whips out | 
my Bull Dog---flaps him through, trips down Stairs, W 
turns the Corner of Ruſſel ſtreet again, and whips me Il goes 
into the Ambaſſador's Train, and there I'm fate as a MW fea 
Beau behind the scenes. ay 
Wild. Is your Piſto] charg'd, Sir? 
Clench. ſen. Only a Brace of Bullets, that's all, Sir. 
Wild. 'Tis a very Piſtol, truly: pray let me ſee it. 
Clinch. ſen. With all my Heart, Sir. | 
Wild, Harky'e, Mr. Jubilee, can you digeſt a Brace c 
of Bullets ? | 1 | 
Clinch. ſen. O by no means in the World, Sir! 
Wild. Ill try the ſtrength of your Stomach, how- 
ever. Sir, you're a dead Man. | 
188 [Preſenting the Piſtol to his Breaſ. 
Clinch. ſen. Conſider dear Sir! I am going to the 
Fubilee, when I come home agen, I am a Dead Man 
at your Service. | | | 
Wild. O very well Sir! but take heed you are not 
ſo Cholerick for the future. 
Clinch. Cholerick, Sir! Oons! I deſign to ſhoot ſe. 
ven 1talians a Week, Sir? Wild, 


ir. 
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Mild. Sir, you won't have Provocation. 
Clinch. ſen. Provocation, Sir! Zauns, Sir, III kill 
ny Man for treading upon my Corn, and there will 
de 2 deviliſh Throng oft People there; they ſay that 
the Princes in Italy will be there. | 
iid. And all the Fops and Fidlers in Furope— 
hit the uſe of your ſwimming Girdle, pray Sir? 
Clinch. ſen. O Lord, Sir! That's eaſie. Suppoſe the 
(hip caſt away; now, whilſt other fooliſh People are 
uſe at their Prayers, 1 whip on my ſwimming Gir- 
de, clap a Month's Proviſion into my Pocket, and 
ils me away like an Egg in a Duck's Belly. — And 
heark'e Sir, I have a new Project in my Head. Where 
dye think my ſwimming Girdle ſhall carry me upon 
this Occaſion ? *Tis a new Project. 
mild. Where, Sir? 5 
Clin. ſen, To Civita Vechia, Faith and Troth, and 
ſo fave the Charges of my Paſſage. Well, Sir, you 
mult pardon me now, I'm going to ſee my Mittreſs. 
| | Exit. 
Wild. This Fellow's an accompliſh'd Aſs before he 
zoes abroad. Well! This Angelica has got into my 
Heart, and I can't get her out of my Head, I muſt 
Py her t'other Viſit, [ Exit, 


SCENE, Lady Datling's Houſe. 


| Angelica /ola. 

Angel. Unhappy State of Woman ! whoſe chief 
Virtue is but Ceremony, and our much boaſted Mo- 
deſty but aſlaviſh Reſtraint. The ſtrict Confinement 
on our Words, makes our Thoughts ramble more; 


and what preſerves our outward Fame, deſtroys our 


Inward Quiet. 'Tis hard that Love ſhou'd be 


deny d the Privilege of Hatred; that Scandal and De- 


traction ſhould be ſo much indulg'd, \et ſacred Love 
and Truth debar'd our Converſation. 


Enter Darling, Clincher jun. and Dicky. 
Darl. This is my Daughter, Couſin, * 
e Dick. 
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Dick. Now, Sir, remember your three Scrapes, A 
Clin. ſaluting Angelica.] One, two, three, Nou ud 
humble Servant. Was not that right, Dicky ? W 

Lick, Ay, faith Sir, but why don't you ſpeak to haf dite 

Clin. jun. I beg your Pardon, Dicky, I know u Fat 
Diſtance, Wou'd you have me ſpeak to a Lad . “ 
the firſt ſight ? = . Lov: 

Dick. Ay, Sir, by all means, the firſt Aim is the ſurf ” 

Clin. jun. Now for a good Jeft, to make her lag. 
heartily.— By Jupiter Ammon T'll go give her a K you 

EY Goes towards hl” * 
Enter Wildair, interpoſing. 4 

Wild. Tis all to no purpoſe, I told you ſo before U 
your pitiful five Guineas will never do- you mH 
go, I'll out-bid you. | | A, 

Clin. jun. What the Devil! The Mad-man's def bet: 
again. | | you 

Darl. Bleſs me, Coufin ! What d'ye mean? M.“ 
front a Gentleman of his Quality in my Houſe! _s 

Clin. jun. Quality—— Why, Madam, 1 don't ko, For 

| what you mean by your Madmen, and your Beau 4 
and your Quality. They're all alike I believe. oy 
Darl. Pray, Sir, walk with me into the next Room "pi 
5 [Exit Darl. leading Clin. Dicky follow * 
Angel. Sir, it your Converſation be no more: Tot 
greeable than twas the laſt time, I wou'd adviſe yo 4 
to make your Viſit as ſhort as you can. * 
d. The Offences of my laſt Viſit, Madam, bor “ 
their Puniſhment in the Commiſſion; and have made W 
me as uneaſie till I receive Pardon, as your Lady 6g 
can be till I Tue ſor it. | - 
Angel. Sir Harry, I did not well underſtand the O. "og 
fence, and muſt therefore proportion it to the Gre pef 
neſs of your Apology ! if you wou'd therefore hat o 


me think it lighr, take no great pains in an Excuſe. 


Wild. How ſweet muſt the Lips be that guard thit M 
Tongue ! Then, Madam, no more of paſt Offences > 
let us prepare for Joys to come; Jet this ſeal mi 1 
Pardon. [ Kiſſes her Hand.) And this [4gain.] initiate wi 


Ange 


me to farthet Happineſs. 
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Angel. Hold, Sir, — one Queſtion, Sir Harry, 

nd pray anſwer plainly, Dye love me ? 2 
nud. Love you! Does Fire aſcend? Do Hypo- 

cites diſſemble? Uſurers love Gold, or great Men 

Fhttery 2 Doubt theſe, then queſtion that I love. 
Angel. This ſhews your Gallantry, Sir, but not your 

Love. | | | 

Hild. View your own Charms, Madam, then judge 


[my Paſſion; your Beauty ravithes my Eye, your 


Voice my Ear, and your Touch has thrill'd my melt- 
ing Soul. | 

— If your Words be real, tis in your Pow'r 
to raiſe an equal Flame in me. | 

Wild. Nay, then ſeize | 

Angel. Hold, Sir, tis alſo poſſible to make me de- 
teſt and ſcorn you worſe than the moſt profligate of 
your deceiving Sex. 

Hild. Ha! A very odd turn this. IT hope, Madam, 
you only affect Anger, becauſe you know your 
Frowns are becoming. | | 

Angel. Sir Harry, you being the beſt Judge of your 
own Deſigns, can beſt underſtand whether my Anger 
ſhou'd be real or diſſembled ; think what ſtrict Modeſty 
ſhou'd bear, then judge of my Reſentments. 

wild. Strict Modeſty ſhou'd bear! Why faith, Madam, 
believe the ſtricteſt Modeſty may bear fifty Guineas, 
and I don't believe twill bear one Farthing more. 

Angel, What d'ye mean, Sir ? 

Wild, Nay, Madam, what do you mean? if you 

go to that. I think now fifty Guineas is a very fine 
Offer for your ſtrict Modeſty, as you call it. 
Angel. Tis more charitable, Sir Harry, to charge 
tie Impertinence of a Man of your Figure on his 
Defect in Underſtanding, than on his want of Man- 
ners- I'm afraid you're mad, Sir. | | 

Wild, Why, Madam, you're enough to make any 
Man mad. Sdeath, are you not a 

1 Ie, 2 | 
Wild. Why, a Lady of — ſtrict Modeſty, if you 
vil have it fo, EO PE 


Angel. 


| Poſe. Youa Man of Gallantry, and not underſtand 
that a Lady's belt pleas'd when ſhe puts on her Airs, 1 
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follow her ? 
Wild. Whither ſhould I follow her? 
Viz. Into her Bed chamber, Man; ſhe went on pu 


Angel. I ſhall never hereafter truſt common Repo Fi: 
which repreſented you, Sir, a Man of Honour, Wi 

and Preeding; for I find you very deficient in the 1 

all three. | | | (Ex Cir 
Mild. folus. Now I find that the ſtrict Pretences wii 

the Ladies of Pleaſure make to ſtrict Modeſty, ist vt, 

reaſun why thoſe of Quality are aſham'd to wear it, That 

Pf Enter Vizard. | , 

Viz. Ah! Sir Harry, have I caught you? Well, an 1 0 

what Succeſs? 1 4 fool 

Wild. Succeſs ! Tis a Shame for you young Felon pre 

in Town here, to let the Wenches grow ſo ſaucy: 4 

_ offer'd her fifty Guineas, and ſhe was in her Airs prof | 

ſently, and flew away in a Huff. I cou'd have hi 4 

2 Brace of Counteſſes in Paris for half the Mc 705 

ney, and Fe vous remercie into the Bargain. Ti 

Viz. Gone in her Airs, ſay you? And did not youll gat 

| pai! 

Act 


you call it! | 
Wild. She talk'dto me of ſtrict Modeſty, and Stuff. | 
Viz. Certainly. Moſt Women magnifie their Mode 1 


ſty, for the ſame Reaſon that Cowards boaſt their Co bec 


rage, becauſe they have leaſt on't. Come, come 


Sir Harry, when you make your next Aſſault, incouſ det 
rage your Spirits with brisk Burgundy; if you ſucceed i int 


'tis well; if not, you have a fair Excuſe for youll TU 
Rudeneſs. I'll go in, and make your Peace for wh bil 
paſt. Oh! I had almoſt forgot Coll. Stande 


Wants to ſpeak with you about ſome Buſineſs. 


Wild. I'll wait upon him preſently ; d'ye know Pu 


where he may be found? 


Viz. in the Piazza of Covent-Garden, about it 
Hour hence, I promis'd to ſee him; and there yol 
may meet him, to have your Throat cut. [A/ 1. 
III go in and intercede for you. | 

Wild. But no foul Play with the Lady, Vixard. Fri. 8 
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fix. No fair Play, I can aſſure you. Exit. 


SCENE, The Street before Lure well's Ledgings ; 
Clincher /en. and Lurewell coquering in the Balcony. 


Enter Standard, | . 

Stand. How weak is Reaſon in Diſputes of Love? 
That daring Reaſon which ſo oft pretends to queſti- 
on works of high Omnipotence, yet poorly truckles 
toour weakeſt Paſſions, and yields implicite Faith to 
fooliſh Love, paying blind Zeal to faithleſs Womens 
kyes. I've heard her Falſhood with ſuch preſſing 
Proofs, that I no longer ſhou'd diſtruſt it. Vet ſtill 
my Love wou'd baffle Demonſtration, and make 
[mpoſſibilities ſeem probable. [Looks up.] Ha! That 
Fool too ! What, ſtoop ſo low as that Animal ! 
Tis true, Women once fall'n, like Cowards in De- 
pair, will ſtick at nothing; there's no Medium in their 
Actions. They muſt be bright as Angels, or black 
u Fiends, But now for my Revenge, III kick her 
Cully before her Face, call her Whore, curſe the 
whole Sex, and ſo leave her. [Goes in, 


Lurewell comes down with Clincher. The Scene 

. changes to a Dining Room. 

Lure. O Lord, Sir, tis my Husband! What will 
become of you? 

Clin. Ah! Your Husband! Oh, I ſhall be mur- 
der d: What ſhall I do! Where thall I run! I'll creep 
into an Oven; I'll climb up the Chimney ; I'll fly ; 
I'l ſwim ; ——1 wiſh to the Lord I were at the Fu- 
bile now. | 8 

Lure, Can't you think of any thing, Sir ? 

Chu. Think! not I, I never cou'd thiak to any 
Purpoſein my Life. 


Enter Tom Errand. 

Lure. What do you want, Sire CEOs 
Err Madam, I am looking for Sir Harry Fil lair; 

| faw him come in here this Morning; and did ima- 
glne he might be here 2 he is not gone. 


Lure. 
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Lure. A Lucky Hit! Here, Friend, change Clogs 


with this Gentleman, quickly, ſtrip. 4 
Clin. Ay, ay, quickly, ſtrip: I! give you half; 

_ Crown to boot. Come, here: So. [ They change Cliathi 1; 
Lure. Now flip you | To Clinch. ] down-ſtairs, ani 
wait at the Door til my Husband be gone; and % Wo 
you in there {To rhe Porter. ] till I call you. F 

( Puts Errand into the next Rom ne 
Enter Standard, 4 
Oh, Sir! Are you come? I wonder, Sir, hoy Pl 
you have the Confidence to approach me after oil x; 
baſe a Trick? 
Stand, O Madam, all your Artifices won't + 10 
val. | 

Lure. Nay, Sir, your Artifices won't avail. [ ar 
thought, Sir, that I gave you Caution enough againt n 

troubling me with Sir Harry Wildair's Company when x; 
I ſent his Letters back by you; yet you forſooth, 
muſt tell him where I lodg'd, and expoſe me again 
to his impertinent Courtſhip ! 

Stand. | expoſe you to his Courtſhip! on 
_ Laure. Vil lay my Life you'll deny it now: Come, 

come, Sir; a pitiful Lie is as ſcandalous to a Red Con m 
as an Oath to a Black. Did not Sir Harry himſelf tel i; 
me, that he found out by you where I lodg'd? Fi 


stand. Youre all Lies: Firſt, your Heart is falſe, 
your Eyes are double; One Look belies another: WM ;; 
And then your Tongue does contradi them all — WM | 
Madam, I ſeea little Devil juſt now hammering out MW b. 


A2 Lie in your Fericranium. fh 


Lure. As I hope for Mercy, he's in the right ont. be 


{ Aſide ] Hold, Sir, you have got the Play-houſe 


Cant upon your Tongue; and think, that Wit may a; 

privilege your Railing: But I muſt tell you, Sir, that 

what is Satyr upon the Stage, is ill Manners here. 
Stand, What is feign'd upon the Stage, is here n c 

Reality real Falſhood. Yes, yes, Madam,—l expos' 

you to the Courtſhip of your Fool Clincher, 1 bi 


loat 


half 
oaths. 
y and 


id get] 


Room. 


c how 
ter ſo 


n't 2 


hope yout Female Wiles will impoſe that upon me 


— 0 


Lure. Clincher | Nay, now you're ſtark mad. I 


know no ſuch Perſon, 


Stand. O Woman in Perfection! not know him! 


'Slife, Madam, can my Eyes, my piercing jealous 
Eyes, be fo deluded ? Nay, Madam, my Note could 
not miſtake him; for I ſmelt the Fop by his Palvilio 
from the Balcony down to the Street. ROY] 
ure. The Balcony! Ha, ha, ha, the Balcony; 
Tl be hang'd but he has miſtaken Sir Harry Wildair's 
Footman with a new French Livery, for a Beau. 


_ 


Stand. Sdeath, Madam, what is there in me that 


looks like a Cully ! Did not I fee him? 
Lure. No, no, you cou'd nut ſee him; you're 
dreaming, Collonel. Will you believe your Eyes, 


now that I have rub'd them open? — Here, you 


Friend. | | 


Enter Errand in Clincher's Cloaths. 

Stand. This is Illuſion all; my Eyes conſpire as 
gainſt themſelves. Tis Legerdemain. | 

Lure. Legerdemain ! Is that all your Acknowledg 
ment for your rude Behaviour? — Oh, what a Curſe 
is it to love as I do! —But don't preſume too far, 
Sir, on my Affection: For ſuch ungenerous Ufage 
will ſoon return my tir'd Heart.---- Be gone, Sir, [7s 
the Porter, ] to your impettinent Maſter, and tell him 
| ſhall never be at Leiſure to receive any of his trou- 


bleſome Viſits; —Send to me to know when L 
ſhould be at home !—-Be gone, Sir: — I am ſure 


he has made me an unfortunate Woman. [ Weeps. 
Stand, Nay, then there is no certainty in Nature ; 
and Truth is only Falthood well diſguis'd. 


Lure, Sir, had not I own'd my fond foolifh Paſſion, © 


| ſhou'd, not have been ſubject to ſuch unjuſt Sufpi- 
cons: Bur 'tis an ungrateful Return. [Teeping. 


Stand. Now, where are all my firm Reſo]ves? 1 will 
believe her juſt. My Paſſion rais'd my Jealouſie; then 
Why mayn't Love be as blind in finding Faults, as in 

G 2 excu- 
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excuſing them? I hope, Madam, you'll pardon 

me, ſince Jealouſie that magnify'd my Suſpicion, is | 

as much the Effect of Love, as my Eaſineſs in being 

ſatisfy'd. 
lare. Eaſineſs in being ſatisfy'd! You Men have MI N. 

got an inſolent way of extorting Pardon, by perfiſ: 

ing in your Faults, No, no, Sir, cheriſh your Su- 

ſpicions, and feed upon your Jealouſie: 'Tis fit Meat 

tor your ſqueamiſh Stomach. | 


With me all Women ſhou'd this Rule purſue: 
Who think us falſe, ſhou'd never find us true. 
[Exit in a Rage. ch 


Enter Clincher in the Porter's Cloaths., M 
Clin, Well, Intriguing is the prettieſt, pleaſanteſt 
thing, for a Man of my Patts:— How ſhall we laugh 
at the Husband, when he is gone? How filly 
he looks! He's in labour of Horns already. To th 
make a Collonel a Cuckold! Twill be rare News *: 
for the Alderman. 
Stand, All this Sir Harry has occaſion'd; but he's 
brave, and will afford mea juſt Revenge :—— O! this MW ® 
is the Porter 1 ſent the Challenge by :>—Well, Sir, MW © 


have you found him? | | th 

Clin. What the Devil does he mean now ? at 

$rans, Have you given Sir Harry the Note, Fel a 
OW : 


Clin. The Note! What Note? c 
Stand. The Letter, Blockhead, which I ſent by 

you to Sir Harry Wildair ; have you ſeen him ? U 
Clin. O Lord, what ſhall I ſay now 2 Seen bim? 


Ves, Sir No, Sir. ——- I have, Sir—— have 7 
not, Sir. | B 
Stand. The Fellow's mad, Anſwer me direct, ö 
Sirrah, or I'll break your Head. D 
Clin, I know Sir Harry very well, Sir; but as to 
the Note, Sir, I can't remember a word on't : Truth 
is, I have a very bad Memory. 8 


Stand. 
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Stand. Oo sir, III quicken your Memory. 
Strites him. 
Clin. Tauns, Sir, hold! I did give him the 
Note. | 
Stand. And what Anſwer ? 
Clin. 1 mean I did not give him the Net 
Stand, What, d'ye banter, Raſcal? 
[Strikes him again. 
Clin. Hold, Sir, hold | He did ſend an Aniwer. 
Stand. What was't, Villain ? 


Clin. Why, truly Sir, I have forgot it : 1 told you 


that I had a very treacherous Memory. | 
stand. Ill engage you thall remember me this 
Month, Raſcal. | [Beats him off, and Exit. 


Enter Lurewell and Parly. 

Lure. Fortboon, fortboon, ſortboon: This it better 
than [ re but Fortune ſtill helps the Indu- 
ſtrious. 

Enter Clincher. 

Clin. Ah! The Devil take all Intriguing, ſay I 

and him who firſt invented Canes. That curs 4 


Collonel tas got ſuch a knack of beating his Men, 
that he has lefr the Mark of a Collar of an 


about my Shoulders. 

Lare. O my poor Gentleman! And was it bea- 
ten! 

Clin, Ves, I have been beaten; But where's my 
Cloaths? my Cloaths? 


Lure, What, you won't leave me ſo ſoon, my 


Dear, will ye? 
Clin. Will ye ! If ever I peep into a Collonel's 


Tent agen, way l be forc'd to run the Gauntlet. —— 
But my Cloaths, Madam. 


Lure. I ſent the Porter down Stairs with them; 2 


Did not you meet him? 
Clin. Meet him! No, not J. 


Par. No! He went out of the Back- door, and is 
un clear away, I'm afraid. 


G 3 ” Clin. 
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Clin. Gone, ſay you! and with my Cloaths! my 
fine Jubilee Cloaths ! —— O, the Rogue, the Thief! 
Il! have him hang'd for Murder. But how 
ſhall 1 ger home in this Pickle ? 8 . 

Par. I'm afraid, Sir, the Collonel will be back 
Preiently, for he dines at home. 

Clin. O, then 1 mult ſneak off! 
Was ever ſuch an Unfortunate Beau ? | 

To have his Coat well thraſh'd, and loſe his Coat 
_ alſo, „ 
Ture. Thus the Noble Poet ſpoke Truth: 


Nething ſuits worſe with Vice than want of Senſe : 
Fools are ſtill wicked at their own Expence 


Par. Methinks, Madam, the Injuries you have 
ſuffer d by Men, mult be very great, to raiſe ſuch 
heavy Reſentments againſt the whole Sex. 

Lure. The greateſt Injury that Woman cou'd ſu- 
ſtain; they robb'd me of that Jewel, which preſerv'd, 
exalts our Sex almoſt to Angels; but deliroy'd, de- 
baſes us below the worſt of Brutes, Mankind. 

Par. But I think, Madam, your Anger ſhou'd be 
only confin'd to the Author of your Wrongs. 

Lure. The Author! Alas, I know him not, which 
makes my Wrongs the greater, 

Par. Not know him! Tis odd, Madam, that 2 
Man ſhould rob you of that fame Jewel you men- 
tioned, and you not know him. 

Lure. Leave trifling; ----+— tis a Subject that always 
fours my Temper : But ſince, by thy faithful Service, 
J have ſome reaſon to confide in your Secrecy, heat 
the ſtrange Relation. 
J iy d at my Father's Houſe in Oxfordſhire, bleſt 
with Innocence, the ornamental, but weak Guard of 
blooming Beauty : I was then juſt Fifteen, an Age 
fatal to the Female Sex: Our Youth is tempting, our 


Innocence credulous, Romances moving, Love pow- 
erful, and Men are—Villains. Then it happened, that 


three young Gentlemen from the Univerſity coming 
LL into 


Some twelve Years ago, 
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nto the Country, and being benighted, and Stran— 
gers, calld at my Father's: He was very ghd of 
heir Company, and offer'd them the Entertainment 


of his Houſe. | 
Par Which they accepted, no doubt: Oh! theſe 


Miſchief. | 

Lure, They had ſome private Frolick or Deſign in 
"out WM their Heads, as appear'd by their not naming one a- 
'xit, other, which my Father perceiving, out of Civilt- 
ry, made no enquiry into their Affairs; two of them 
had a heavy, pedantick, Univerſity Air, a ſort of a 
dlagreeable Scholaſtick Booriſhneſs in their Behaviour; 

but the third! 
Par. Ah! the third, Madam; — — the third 07 all 

ave I things, thy fay, is very Critical. T5 


uch Lure. He was but in ſhort, Nature cut him 
out for my undoing ; he ſeem'd to be about Eigh- 

ſu- teen, | | 

d, Par. A fit Match for your Fifteen as cou'd be. 

de- Lure. He had a genteel Sweetneſs in his ace, a_ 


graceful Comelineſs in his Perfon, and his 'Fongue 
be WW vas fit to footh ſoft Innocence te ruine. His very 
Looks were witty, and his expreſſive Eyes ſpoke 
ich ſofter, prettier things, than Words cou d frame. 
Par, There will be Miſchief by and by; I never 
t 2 heard a Woman talk ſo much of Eyes, but there 
en- were Tears preſently after. 5 
Lure, His Diſcourſe was directed to my Father, 
ws but his Looks to me. After Supper I went to my 


ce, Chamber, and read Caſſandra, then went to Bed, 
ea and dreamt of him all Night, roſe in the Morning 
0, and made Verſes, ſo fell deſperately in Love. 
ell My Father was ſo well pleas'd with his Converſation, 


of that he begg'd their Company next Day; they con- 
oe WI ſented, and next Night, Parly 


ur „ar. Ah, next Night, Madam, — — next Night 
Ve (I'm afraid) was a Night indeed. 

at Lure. He bribd my Maid, with his Gold, out of 
18 ber Honeſty; and me, with his Rhetorick, out of my 


to G 4 Honour, 


troulng Collegians are never abroad, but upon ſome 
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Honour.—— She admitted him to my Chamber, ang 
there he vow'd, and ſwore, and wept, and fgh'd_ 
and conquer'd. 5 , Weeys 

Par. Alack-a-day, poor Fifteen! | Weep, 

Lure. He ſwore that he wou'd come down from 
Oxford in a Fortnight, and marry me. 

Par. The old Bait! the old Bait !—--I was chett 
edjuſtſo my ſelf. ¶ Aſide.] But had not you the Wit 
to know his Name all this while? 

Lure. Alas! what Wit had Innocence like mine? 
He told me, that he was under an Obligaticn to his 
Companions of concealing himſelf then, but that he 
wou'd write to me in two Days, and let me knoy 
his Name, and Quality. After all the binding Oaths 
of Conſtancy, joining Hands, exchanging Hearts, | 
gave him a Ring with this Motto, Love and Honour, 
then we parted, but 1 never ſaw the dear Deceiver 
more. : 

Par. No, nor never will, I warrant you. 

Lure. I need not tell my Griefs, which my Fs. 
ther's Death made a fair pretence for; he lett me 
ſole Heireſs and Executrix to three thouſand Pounds 
a Year: At laſt, my Love for this ſingle Diſſembler 
turn'd to a Hatred of the whole Sex; and reſolving 
to divert my Melancholy, and make my large For- 
tune ſubſervient to my Pleaſure and Revenge, I went 
to travel, where, in moſt Courts of Europe, I have 
tiene ſome Execution. Here 1 will play my lf 
Scene; then retire to my. Country Houſe, live ſol- 
tary, and dic a Penitent. | 

Par. But don't you ſtill love this dear Diſſembler! 

Lure. Moſt certainly : 'Tis Love of him that keeps 
my Anger warm, repreſenting the Baſeneſs of Man- 
kind full in view; and makes my Reſentments work 
We ſhall have that old impotent Lecher, Smuggler, 
here to Night; 1 have a Plot to ſwinge him, and bis 
preciſe Nephew, Viza'd. | 

Par. 1 think, Madam, you manage every body 
that comes 1n your way. 


Lutt, 


e. 


ara | Thought, Sir Harry, to have met you 
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Lyre. No, Parly, thoſe Men, whoſe Pretenſions 
| found juſt and honourable, 1 fairly diſmiſs'd, by. 
letting them know my firm Reſolutions never to 
marry. But thoſe Villains that wou'd attempt my 
Honour, I've ſeldom fail'd to manage. 

Par. What d'ye think of the Collonel, Madam ? 
I ſuppoſe his Deſigns are honourable. | 
Lure. That Man's a Riddle; there's ſomething of 
Honour in his Temper that pleaſes; I'm ſure he 
byes me too, becauſe he's ſoon jealous, and ſoon 
ſatisfy'd. But he's a Man till. When I once try- 
ed his Pulſe about Marriage, his Blood ran as low as 
i Coward's. He iwore indeed, rhat he lov'd me, 
but cou'd not marry me, forſooth, becauſe he was en- 
gag d elſewhere. So poor a Pretence made me diſdain 
his Paſſion, which otherwiſe might have been uneaſie 
to me. But hang him, I have teiz'd him enough — 
Beſides, Parly, I begin to be tir'd of my Revenge ;— 
But this Buſs and Guinea I muſt maul once more. 
Pl hanſel his Woman's Cloaths for him. Go, get 
me Pen and Ink; I muſt write to Vizard too. 


| Fortune, this once aſſiſt me as before; 
Two ſuch Machines can never work in vain, 
As thy propitious Wheel, and my projecting Brain. 


The End of the Third ACT. 

e bb ab ff. r DDE OLED 
co r | 
SCENE, Covent-Garden, 


Wildair and Standard meeting. 


e er this in a more convenient Place; but 


ſince my Wrongs were without Ceremony, my Re- 


Yenge ſhall be fo too. Draw, Sir. 
id. Draw, Sir, What ſhall I draw ? NE 
e 5.5" an. 
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Stand. Come, come, Sir, I like your facetions 
Humour well enough; it ſhews Courage and Un. 

concern. I know you brave; and therefore uſe you 
thus. Draw your Sword. 1 8 
Wild. Nay, to oblige you, I will draw; but the 
Devil take me if I fight. — Perhaps, Collonel, this 
is the prettieſt Blade you have ſeen. oy 

Stand. I doubt not but the Arm is good; and there. 
fore think both worth my Reſentment. Come, Sir. 

Wild. But, prithee Collonel, doſt think that I am 
ſuch a Madman, asto ſend my Soul tothe Devil, and my 
Body to the Worms pon every Fool's Errand? ¶ Aid. 

Stand. I hope you're no ward, Sir. 

Wild. Coward, Sir! I have eight thouſand Pounds 
:. Years. Sir. 3 px ON 

Stand. You fought in Flanders, to my knowledge. 

Wild. Ay, for the ſame Reaſon that I wore a red 
Coat; becauſe 'twas faſhionable. 

Stand. Sir, you fought a French Count in Paris. 

Wild. True, Sir; but there was no danger of Lands, 
nor Tenements ; beſides, he was a Beau, like my ſelf. 
Now you're a Soldier, Collonel, and Fighting's your 
Trade; and I think it downright Madneſs to contend 
with any Man in his Profeſſion. _ 

Stand. Come, Sir, no more dallying: I ſhall take very 
unſeemly Methods, if you don't ſhew your ſelf a Gen- 
tleman. 

Wild. A Gentleman! Why there agen now? A 
Gentleman; | tell you once more, Collonel, that! 
am a Baronet, and have eight thouſand Pounds a 
Year. 1 can dance, ſing, ride, fence, underſtand the 
Languages. Now, I can't conceive how running 
you through the Body ſhou'd contribute one jot more 
to my Gentility. But, pray, Collonel, I had forgot 
to ask you: What's the Quarrel? ES. 

Stand. A Woman, Sir. | | 

Wild. Then I put up my Sword. Take her. 

Stand. Sir, My Honour's concern'd. Fa 

Wild. Nay,. if your Honour be concern'd with 4 
Woman, get it out of her Hands as ſoon as you 1 
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an honourable Lover is the greateſt Slave in Nature; 
ſme will ſay, the greateſt Fool. Come, come, Col- 
onel, this is ſomething about the Lady Lurewell, I 
warrant; I can give you Satisfaction in that Affair. 

Stand, Do ſo then immediately ö 

Wild. Put up your Sword firſt; you know I dare 
foht : But I had much rather make you a Friend than 
an Enemy. I can aſſure you, this Lady will prove 
too hard for one of your Temper. You have too 
much Honour, too much in Conſcience, to be a Fa- 
yourite with the Ladies. | 

Stand. Tam aſſur'd, Sir, ſhe never gave you any 
Encouragement. ; 

Wild. A Man can never hear Reaſon with a Sword 
in his Hand, - Sheath your Weapon; and then 1 L 
don't ſatisfie you, ſheath it in my Body. 

Stand. Give me but Demonſtration of her grant- 
inz you any Favour, and 'tis enough. 

Hild. Will you rake my Word? 

Stand, Pardon me, Sir, I cannot. 

Hild. Will you believe your own Eyes? 
Stand. Tis ten to one whether 1 ſhall or no, they 


have deceiv'd me already. 


Wild. That's hard But ſome means [ ſhall de- 
viſe for your Satisfaction —— We muſt fly this Place, 
elſe that cluſter of Mob will overwhelm us. Exeunt. 


Enter Mob, Tom Errand's Wife hurrying in Clincher 


ſenator, in Errand's Cloat hs. 

Wife. O, the Villain, the Rogue, he has murder'd 
my Husband: Ah! my poor Timothy! Crying. 

Clin Dem your Timothy —— your Husband has. 
murder'd me, Woman; for he has carry'd away my 
fine Jubilee Cloaths. 

Wife. Ay, you Cut-Throat, have you not got his 
Cloarhs upon your Back there? Neighbours don't 
you know poor Timorhy's Coat and Apron ? . 

Mob. Ay, ay, tis the ſame. 

Firſt Alob. What ſhall we do with him, Ncigibours? 

decond. Mob, We'll pull him in pieces. 
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Firſt Mob. No, no; then we may be hang'd for 
Murder: but we'll drown him. | 
Clin. Ah, good People, pray don't drown me; 
for I never learnt to ſwim in all my Life. Ah, this 
plaguy intriguing ! | 
Mob. Away with him,away with him to the Thame, 
Clin. On, if I had but my Swimming Girdle, now, 


Enter Conſtable. | 

Conſt. Hold, Neighbours, I command the Peace. 

Hife. O, Mr. Conſtable, here's a Rogue that has 
murder'd my Husband, and robb'd him of his Cloaths, 

Conſt. Murder and Robbery ! then he mult be a Gen- 
tleman. Hands off there; he muſt not be abus'd.— 
Give an Account of your ſeif. Are you a Gentleman? 

Clin. No, Sir, I am a Beau. | 

. Conſt. A Beau! Then you have kill'd no body, I'm 
perſuaded. How came you by theſe Cloaths, Sir ? 

Conſt. You muſt know, Sir, that walking along, 
Sir, I don't know licw, Sir; I can't tell where, Sir; 
and ſo the Porter and I chang'd Cloaths, Sir. 


. Conſt, Very well! the Man ſpeaks Reaſon, and like | 


a Gentleman. | 
Wife. But pray, Mr. Conſtable, ask him how he 
chang'd Cloaths with him. | 
Conſt, Silence, Woman! and don't diſturb the 
Court. Well, Sir, how did you change Cloaths ? 
Clin. Why, Sir, he pull d off my Coat, and I drew 
off his: So I put on his Coat, and he put on mine. 
Conſt. Why Neighbour, 1 don't find that he's guil- 
ty: Search him! and if he carries no Arms about 
him, we'll let him go. 
| [ They ſearch his Pockets, and pull out his Piſtols 
Clin. O Gemini! My Jubilee Piſtols! | 1 
Conſt. What, a Cafe of Piſtols ! Then the Caſe is 
Plain. Speak, what are you, Sir? Whence came 
you, and whither go you ? | EY 
Clin. Sir, I came from Ruſſel-ſtreer, and am going 
to the ꝓubilee. 
Hiſe. You ſhall go to the Gallows, you Roger , 
anl. 
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Confl. Away with him, away with him to Neu- 
gate. ſtraight. hn | 
Clin. I ſhall go to the Jubilee now, indeed, | Exeunt. 


Re enter Wildair and Standard. 

Wild. In ſhort, Collonel, tis all Nonſenſe : Fight 
fora Woman ! Hard by is the Lady's Houſe, if you 
pleaſe, we'll wait on her together: You (hall draw 
your Sword, I'M draw my Snuff-Box. You ſhall pro- 
duce your Wounds receiv'd in War: Il relate mine 
by Cupid's Dart: You ſhall look big; I'll ogle; 
—Vou ſhall ſwear; IT] ſigh, You ſhall /a, 
ſa, and I'll Coupee; and if ſhe flies not to my Arms 
lke a Hawk to its Perch, my Dancing-Maſter deſerves 
to be damn'd. | 

Stand. With the generality of Women, I grant 
you, theſe Arts may prevail. | 

Wild. Generality of Women! Why there agen, 
you're out. They're all alike, Sir; I never heard of 
any one that was particular, but one. 

Stand. Who was ſhe, pray? | ; 

Wild. Penelope, I think ſhe's call'd, and that's a 
Poetical Story too. When will you find a Poer in 
our Age make a Woman ſo chaſte ? 

Stand. Well, Sir Harry, your facetious Humour 
can diſguiſe Falſhood, and make Calumny paſs for 
Satyr; but you have promis'd me ocular Demonſtra- 
tion that ſhe favonrs you: Make that good, and I 
ſhall then maintain Faith and Female to be as incon- 
filtent as Truth and Falſhood. | 

Hild. Nay, by what you told me, I am fatisfied 
that ſhe impoſes-on us all : and Vizard too ſeems 
what I ſtill ſuſpecteè him: But his Honeſty once mi- 
liruſted, ſpoils his Knavery : But will you be 
convinc'd, if our Plot ſucceeds ? 

Stand, I rely on your Word and Honour, Sir Har- 
); which if 1 doubted, my Diſtruſt wou'd cancel 
the Obligation of their - Security. 

Wild, Then meet me half an Hour hence at the 
Rimmer ; You muſt oblige me by taking a 3 


Stand. Il certainly meet you, Sir. 
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Glaſs with me toward the fitting me out for a certain 
Project, which this Night I undertake. 

Stand. I gueſs by the Preparation, that Woman's 
the Deſign. 

Wild. Yes, faith. I am taken dangerous il 
With two fooliſh Maladies, Modeſty and Love; the 
firſt 1'll cure with®Burgundy, and my Love by 2 
Night's Lodging with the Damſel. A ſure Remedy, 
Probatum eft. | 


. | Exeunt ſeverally, 
Enter Clincher junior and Dicky. _ 

Clin. Ah! Dicky, this London is a ſad Place, a (ad 
vicious Place : I wiſh that I were in the Countrey 
agen: And this Brother of mine! I'm ſorry he's 6 
great a Rake: I had rather ſee him dead than ſee 
him thus. | | 

Dich, Ay, Sir, He'll ſpend his whole Eſtate at this 
ſame Jubilee, Who, d'ye think, lives at this fame 
Jubilee? | 

Clin. Who, pray? 

Dic. The Pope. 
Clin. The Devil he does! My Brother go to the 
Place where the Pope dwells! He's bewitch d ſure 


Enter Tom Errand in Clincher ſenior's Cloaths, 
Dic“. Indeed, I believe be is, for he's ſtrangely alter'd, 

Clin. Alter'd! Why he looks like a Jeſuit already. 
Err. This Lace will fell. What a Blockhead was 
the Fellow to truſt me with his Coat! If J can ger 
croſs the Garden, down to the Water-ſide, Im pret 
ty ſecure. - [ Aſide 
Clin. Brother! - Aaw! O Gemini! Are yOu 
my Brother? 

Dick. 1 ſeize you in the King's Name, Sir. 

Err. O Lord! Shou'd this prove ſome Parliament 


Man now! | 


Clin. Speak, you Rogue, what are you ? 

Err. A poor Porter, Sir, and going of an Errand. 

Dick. What Etrand ? Speak, yau Rogue. F 
"We wt 


ay DT... TO 
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Frr. A Fool's Errand, I'm afraid. 
Clin. Who ſent you ? 

Err. A Beau, Sr. 

Dick, No, no, the Rogue has murder'd your Bro- 
ther, and ſtript him of his Cloaths. 

Clin. Murder'd my Brother! O Crimini! O my 
poor ſubilee Brother ! —Stay, by Jupiter Ammon, 
I'm Heir tho“: Speak, Sirrah, have you kill'd him 2 
Confels that you have kill'd him, and I'll give you 
Half a Crown. 

Err. Who, I, Sir? Alack-a-day, Sir, I never kill'd 
any Man, but a Carrier's Horſe once. 

Clin. Then you ſhall certainly be hang'd; but con- 
feſs that you kill'd him, and we'll let you go. | 

Err. Telling the Truth hangs a Man, but confeſſing 
a Lye can do no harm ; beſides, 1f the worſt come 
tothe worſt, I can but deny it agen ——- Well, Sir, 
ſince I muſt tell you, I did kill him. | 

Clin. Here's your Money, Sir, — But are you ſure 
you kill'd him dead? 555 

Err. Sir, I'll ſwear it before any Judge in England. 

Dick But are you ſure that he's Dead in Law ? 

Err. Dead in Law ? I can't tell whether he be 

Dead in | aw. | | 

But he's as dead as a Door-Nail ; for I gave him 
leren knocks on the Head with a Hammer. 

Dick, Then you have the Eſtate by Statute, 

Any Man that's knock'd o'th' Head is Dead in Law. 

Clin. But are you ſure he was Compos Mentis when 
he was kill'd? ore 

Err, I ſuppoſe he was, Sir; for he told me no- 
tling to the contrary afterwards. 

Clin, Hey ! Then I go to the Jubilee 
vr, ſtrip. | 

By Jupiter Ammon, ſirip. 

Dick. Ah! Don't ſwear, Sir. N 
| | [puts on his Brother's Cloaths. 
Clin. Swear, Sir, Zoons, han't 1 got the Eſtate, 

4 Come, Sir, now I'm in Mourning for my Bro- 

el. | 
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Err. I hope you'll let me go now, Sir. 


Clin. Yes, yes, Sir; but you muſt do me the Fx. 


vour to ſwear poſitively before a Magiſtrate, that you 
kill'd him dead, that I may enter upon the Eſtate 
without any Trouble. By Jupiter Ammon, all my 
Religion's gone, fince I put on theſe fine Cloaths— 
Hey, call me a Coach ſome body. 


Err. Ay, Maſter, let me go, and I'll call one im. 
mediately. © 

Clin, No, no; Dicky; carry this Spark before 2 
Juſtice, and when he has made Oath, you may dif- 
charge him. And I'll go ſee Angelica. | 
| | Exeunt Dick and Etrand, 
Now that I'm an elder Brother, I'll court, and ſwear, 


and rant, and rake, and go to the Jubilee with the 
beſt of them. | 


SCENE, Lurewell's Houſe. 


| Enter Lurewell and Parly. | 
Lure. Are you ſure that Vizard had my Letter? 
Par. Yes, yes, Madam; one of your Ladyſhip' 
Footmen gave it to him in the Park, and he told the 
Bearer, with all Tranſports of Joy, that he wou'd 
be punctual to a Minute. 

Lure. Thus moſt Villains ſome time or other, are 
punctual to their Ruine, and Hypocriſie, by impo- 
fing on the World, at laſt deceives it ſelf. Are al 
things prepar'd for his Reception ? | 

Par. Exactly to your Lady ſhip's Order; the Alder. 
man too is juſt come, dreſs'd and cook d up for lui. 

ult y. | | 
a * Then he has got Woman's Cloaths on. 

Par. Yes, Madam, and has paſs'd upon the Fami- 
ly for your Nurſe. 

Lure. Convey him into that Cloſet, and put ont 
the Candles, and tell him, 111 wait on him preſently. 

As Patly goes to put out the Candles, ſome body koch. 


Luft. 


) [Extt 
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[ure. This muſt be ſome Clown without Manners, 
„ Gentleman above Ceremony. Who's theie? 
wild, Sings. 


Thus Damon knock'd at Celia's Door, 
He ſigh d. and begg d, and wept, and ſwore, 
The Sign was ſo, 
[ knocks. ] 
She anſwer'd, No. 
{ knocks thrice ] 
No, no, no. ; 
Again he ſigh'd, again he pray d. 
No, Damon, , 1 am afraid; - 
Conſider, Damon, I'm A Maid, 
Conſider, 
No, 
Im a Maid. 
No, &c. „% a I 
At laſt his Sighs and Tears made way, 
She role, and ſoftly turn d the Key: 
Come in, ſaid ſhe, but do not ſtay. 
1 may conclude 
You will be rude, | 
But if you are, you may. | 
Enters, [Exit Parly. 


Lure. 'Tis too early for Serenading, Sir Harry, 

Wild. Whereloever Love is, there Muſick is pro- 
per, there's an harmonious conſent in their Natures, 
and when rightly join'd, they make up the Chorus 
of Earthly Happineſs. POCO IN — 

Lure. But, Sir Harry, what Tempeſt drives you 
here at this Hour? | . 

Hild. No Tempeſt, Madam, but as fair Weather 
as ever entic'd a Citizen's Wife to Cuckold her Hus- 
band in freſh Air. Love, Madam. _ 

| [Wild. taking her by the Hand. 

Lure, As pure and white as Angels ſoft Deſires. 
Wild. Fierce, as when ripe conſenting Beauty fires. 
ls't not ſo? | 5 

Lure. 
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Lure. O Villain! What Privilege has Men to on: WM!!! fea 
Deſtruction, that thus they hunt our Ruin? Aſede.] Ming t. 
If this be a Love Token, [ Wild. Arops a Ring, bout 
ra hes it up.] your Miſtreſſes Favours hang very look Wl par. 
about you, Sir. | Cir, ge 

Wild. J can't juſtly, Madam, pay your Trouble of Wlyou p: 
taking it up by any thing, but defiring you to wear it, il { 


Tue. You Gemlemen have the cunningeſt ways 
of playing the Fool, and are fo induſtrious in your Ml Vir. 
Protuſeneſs, Speak ſeriouſly, am 1 beholding to Mlhiciou 


Chance or Deſign for this Ring ? | par 
Kii!, To Deſign, upon my Honour. And I hope Coſet. 
my Deſign will ſucceed. Ade. Viz 
| Par. 


Lure. And what ſhall I give you for ſuch a fine thing? Wiillin 
Wild, You'll give me another, you'll give me another MI Viz 


fine thing. Both ſing, ud N 

war 

Lure. Shall I be free with you, Sir Harry? kind, 
Wiid Witch all my Heart, Madam, ſo I may be {lily tc 
free with you. thy ea 


Lure. Then plainly, Sir, I ſhall beg the Favour to Huh! 
ſee you ſome other time; for at this very Minute Villar 
have two Lovers in the Houſe. | Sm; 

Wild. Then to be as plain, I muſt be gone this ME Voice 
Minute, for 1 mult fee another Miſtreſs within tacie BW Viz 


two Hours, | Prey, 
Lure, Frank and free. the P 
Wild, As you with me — Madam, your mot oke 
humble Servant. Exit, ing: 
Lure. Nothing can diſturb his Humour. Now fo 5” 
my Merchant and Vizard. | Mitt 
[Exit and takes the Candles with ht . 

I; 

Enter Patly, leading in Smngeler, dreſs'd in Noman my! 
; Cloaths. n 

Par. This way, Mr. Alderman. I t 


Smug. Well, Mrs. Parly,—-I'm oblig'd to you for Mr 
this Trouble, heie are a couple of Shillings ſor you. 
Times are hard, very hard, indeed, but next uy 
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our WM! deal 2 pair of Silk Stockings from my Wife, and 

ide. bung them to you — - What are you fumbling 

bout my Pockets for 

Vole Par. Only ſetting the Pleats of your Gown; here, 
tr, cet into this Cloſet, and my Lady will wait on 

e of you preſently. | 


— 


r it, _ {Prrs him into the Cloſet, runs out, and returns 


rays with Viard. | 
out ir. Where wouid'ft thou lead me, my dear au- 
to MWſhicious | ttle Pilot. 5 
| Par, You're almoſt in Port, Sir, my Lady's in the 
ope Coſet, and will come out to you immediately. 
alt, Viz. Let me thank thee as I ought. [ kiſſes her. 
Par. '*Pſhaw, who has hir'd me beſt ? A couple of 
vo? Whhiillings or a couple of Kiſſes. | 
her WM F. Propitious Darkneſs guides the Lovers Steps, 
ng. ind Night that ſhadows outward Senſe, lights up our 
ward Joy. Night! The great awful Ruler of Man- 
kind, which, like the Perſian Monarch hides its Roy- 
be ty to raiſe the Veneration of the Word, Under 
| thy eaſie Reign Diſſemblers may ſpeak Truth; all ſla- 


to um Forms and Ceremonies laid aſide, and generous 
e Vilany may act without Conſtraint. 

„. ¶ Peeping out of the Cloſer.) Bleſs me! What 
this Voice is this ? | 2 2 
cle I /iz. Our hungry Appetites, like the wild Beaſts of 


prey, now ſcour about, to gorge their craving Maws 
the Pleaſure of Hypocriſie, like a chain'd Lyon, once 
broke looſe, wildly indulges its new Freedom, ran- 
bing through all unbounded Joys. | 
Snug, My Nephew's Voice, and certainly poſſeſs'd 
vith an Evil Spirit; he talks as prophanely, as an 
Actor poſſeſs'd with a Poet. 
Viz. Ha! Jhear a Voice; Madam, 
my Happineſs, where are you, Madam? | 
my7. Madam! He takes me for a Woman too, 
Il try him. Where have you left your Sanctity, 
Mr Vizard 2 | 


my Life, 


Viz. 


. EE me 
— 
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Viz. Talk no more of that ungrateful Subject 
1 left it where it has only Buſineſs, with Day 


well,“ 
other N 


tis needleſs to wear a Mask in the dark. * ” 
Smug. O the Rogue, the Rogue; — The World 3 
takes you for a very ſober, virtuous Gentleman, | - hi 
Viz. Ay, Madam, that adds Security to all m o" 4 
Pleaſures —-with me a Cully-'Squire may ſquande hh 
his Eſtate, and ne'er be thought a Spend-thrift = 
With me a holy Elder may zealouſly be drunk, ani N ra 
toaſt his tuneful Noiſe in Sack, to make it hold fort he 
clearer But what is moſt my Praiſe, the form $ . 
Rigid the, that rails at Vice and Men, with me { 7 7 
cures her looſeſt Pleaſures, and her ſtricteſt Honour: , 4 
ſhe who with ſcornful Mien, and virtuous Pride, di 10 h 
dains the Name of Whore, with me can wanton 10 | 
and laugh at the deluded World. 10 fe 


Smug. How have I been deceiv'd! Then you ar "Pp 
very great among the Ladies, 


Viz, Yes, Madam, they know that like a Mole ir | 
the Earth, I dig deep, but invitble; not like tho! 5 
fluttering noiſy Sinners, whoſe Pleaſure is the bo 5, 
clamation of their Faults; thoſe. empty Flathes, whi wie 
no ſooner kindle, but they muſt blaze to alarm the \ Ge 
"og But come, Madam, you delay our Plea . 
ures. | | | 
. Smug, He ſurely takes me for the Lady Lurecwell ay 
ſhe has made him an Appointment too but 5, 
be reveng d of both Well, Sir, what are tho ae 


you are ſo intimate with? | 

Viz. Come, come, Madam, you know very well 
thoſe who ſtand ſo high, that the Vulgar envy eve 
their Crimes, whoſe Figure adds Privilege to theit 
Sin, and makes it paſs unqueſtion'd: fair, bigh 
pamper'd Females, whoſe ſpeaking Eyes. and piercin 


n þ * V, 
oice, would Arm the Statue of a Scoick, and am diz 
mate his cold Marble with the Soul of an Fpicure, d you 


raviſhing, lovely and ſoft, and kind, like you 
Smug. I'm very lovely and ſoft indeed! you ih 
find me much harder than you imagine, Tombs 
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Well, Sir, but 1 ſuppoſe your Diſſimulation has ſome 
aer Motive beſides Pleaſure. _ I 
viz. Yes, Madam, the honeſteſt Motive in the 
World, Intereſt — you muſt know, Madam, that 
[have an old Uncle, Alderman smuggler, you have 
en him, 1 ſuppoſe. ' 1 
Surg. Yes, yes, I have ſome ſmall Acquaintance 
with him. | | 
viz. Tis the moſt knaviſh, preciſe, covetous old 
Rogue, that ever died of the Gout. „ 
dung. Ah! The young Son of a Whore! Well, 
Fir, and what of him? 15 285 
Vi. Hell hungers not more for wretched Souls, 


ful) he that would ſtick at no profitable Villany him- 


4 for the Sins of the Week paſt. he ſpends all 
Dinner-time in two tedious Graces; and what he de- 


Family he's the moſt - 

Smag. Well, well, Sir, I know him very well. 

Viz. Then, Madam, he has a ſwinging Eſtate, 
which | deſign to purchaſe as a Saint, and ſpend like 
2 Gentleman, He got it by cheating, and ſhould 
be it by Deceit. By the pretence of my Zeal and 
dobriety, 111 cozen the old Miſer one of theſe Days, 
out of a Settlement and Deed of Conveyance — 

Smug. It ſhall be a Deed to convey you to the 
Gallows, then, ye young Dog. Aſide. 
Viz, And no ſooner he's dead, but I'II rattle over 
lis Grave with a Coach and Six, to inform his co- 
vetous Ghoſt how genteely 1 ſpend his Money. 


Money bury'd with me. [ Aſide. 
Viz. Bleſs me, Madam! Here's a Light coming 
tis way. 1 muſt fly immediately, when ſhall I ſee 
Jou, Madam? 
mug. Sooner than you expect, my Dear. 


Viz, 


than he for ill-got Pelf —— and yet (what's wonder- 


kf, loves Holineſs in another - he prays all San- 


fors a Bleſſing to the Meat, proves a Curſe to his 


Smug. lil prevent you, Boy, for I'll have my 
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Viz. Pardon me, dear Madam, I would not be ſed 
for the World. I wou'd ſooner forfeit my Life, nt 
my Pleaſure, than my Reputation (Fx 

Smug. Reputation ! Reputation ! That poor Wo 
ſuffers a great deal Well! thou art the mo 
accompliſh'd Hypocrite that ever made a grave plot 
ding Face over a Diſh of Coffee and a Pipe of To 
bacco; he owes me for ſeven Years Maintenanc{ 
and (hall pay me by ſeven Years Impriſonment; an 
when! die, I'll leave him to the Fee-ſimple of a Rop 
and a Shilling. Who are theſe? I begin to be afra 
of ſome Miſchief ——— 1 wiſh that J were ſafe withi 


Bu 


the City Liberties — I'll hide my ſelf. 7 
| Stands cl Ly 

| 5 | BY 

Enter Butler, with other Servants and Lights, ſole 

But. I fay there are two Spoons wanting, and Il ** 
ſearch the whole Houle oo. Two Spoons will ben fer 
mall Gap in my Quarter's Wages.—— | 0 
Serv. When did you miſs em, N | am. 
But. Miſs them! Why I miſs them now ! in ſho bus 
they muſt be among you, and if you don't returſl 
them, I'll go to the Cunning- man to Morrow Mor Why 
ing; my Spoons I want, and my Spoons I will have Take 
Serv, Come, come, ſearch about. 5 my 

Rs [Search and diſcover Smugz\fil  ®" 

Put. Hark'e, good Woman, what makes you h n. 
your ſelf ? What are you aſham'd of? . 
Smug. Aſham'd of! O Lord, Sir, I'm an hene 
old Woman that never was aſham'd of any thing. * 
But. What are you, a Midwife then? Speak, d. 5 
not you ſee a couple of ſtray Spoons in your Traves 5 


S mug. Stray Spoons ? 

But. Ay, ay, ſtray Spoons; in ſhort you ſtol 
them, and I'll ſhake your old Limbs to pieces, if jc 
don't deliver them preſently. TN rag 

Smug. Bleſs me: a reverend Elder of ſeveny Ye! 
old accus'd for Petty Larceny ! Why ſearch me 
good People, ſearch me; and if you find any Spoon 
about me, you ſhall burn me for a Witch, 
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But. Ay, we will ſearch yov, Miſtreſs. 


I [1hey ſearch and pull the Spoons out of his Pockets, 
By! mug. Oh! the Devil, the Devil! 

Wo yt, Where, where is he? Lord bleſs us! ſhe is a 
mol Vitch in good earneſt, may be. . | 
om . O, it was ſome Devil, ſome Covent-Garden, 
ft. Jess Devil, that put them in my Pocket. 
ind But, Ay, ay, you ſhall be hang'd for a Thief, 
an bunt for a Witch, and then carted for a Bawd. 
Nou peak, what are you? 

1 Enter Lurewell. 


mus, Im the Lady Lure well's Nurſe, 

Lure, What Noiſe is this? 

But, Here is an old Succubus, Madam, that has 
fole two Silver Spoons, and ſays ſhe's your Nurſe. 


(lo 


11 77. My Nurſe! O the impudent old Jade, I ne- 
de nM er ſaw the wither d Creature before. 
mug. Then Jam finely caught. O Madam! Ma- 

5 Gm, don't you know me? don't you remember 
one zus and Guinea? 828 | 
eiu Lure. Was ever ſuch Impudence ? I know thee ! 
done hy thou'rt as brazen as a Bawd in the Side Box.-— 
had Take her before a Juſtice, and then to Newgate, 

away, | 
oole "_— O! conſider, Madam, that l'm an Alder- 
id , 


Lure. Conſider, Sir, that you're a Compound of 


puniſh'd accordingly You muſt be in Petticoats, 
bouty Monſter, muſt ye! You muſt Buſs and Guinea 
ves Wl o; you muſt tempt a Lady's Honour, old Satyr, 

Way with him. [ Hurry him off. 


ſtol | | | 

f yol Still may our Sex thus Frauds of Men opp'ſe, 
Still may our Arts delude theſe tempting Foes. 

ver May Honour rule, and never all betray d, 

me But Vice be caught in Nets for Virtue laid. 

00N 


| The End of the Fourth A CT. : 
3 . ACT. 


Covetouſneſs, Hypocriſy and Knavery, and muſt be 
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ACT:Y, 
SCENE, Lady Darling's Hou, 


Darling and Angelica, 


Darl. FN Aaughter, ſince you have to deal with! 
| ID Man of ſo peculiar a Temper, you mu 
not think the general Arts of Love can ſecure him 
you may therefore allow ſuch a Courtier ſome En 
wr extraordinary, without reproach to you 
Modeſty. | a | 1 
1 I am ſenſible, Madam, that a formal Nicet 
makes our Modeſty fit aukward, and appears rathe 
a Chain to enſlave, than Bracelet to adorn us; 
it ſhou'd ſhew, when unmoleſted, eaſy and innocen 
as a Dove, but ſtrong and vigorous as a Faulcon 
when aſſaulted. | Does. 
Dar. I'm afraid, Daughter, you miſtake Sir Harry 
Gaiety for Diſhonour. | | | 
Ang. Tho* Modeſty, Madam, may wink, it mul 
not ſleep, when powerful Enemies are abroad 
I muſt confeſs, that of all Men's, I wou'd not fee 
Sir Harry Wildaia's Faults ; nay, I cou'd wreſt his moll 
fuſpicious Words a thouſand ways, to make then 
look like Honour But, Madam, in ſpight ot 
Love, 1 muſt hate him, and curſe thoſe Practice 
which taint our Nobility, and rob all virtuous We 
men of the braveſt Men. | | 
Darl. You muſt certainly be miſtaken, Angelica 
for Pm fatisfy'd Sir Zarry's Deſigns are only to coun 
and marry you. . 
Ang. His Pretence, perhaps, was ſuch; but Wo 
men how, like Enemies, are attack'd; whether b 
Treachery, or fairly conquer'd. the Glory of the TI 
umph is the ſame—Pray, Madam, by what meals 
were you made acquainted with his Deſigns? 


Darl. 
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Darl. Means, Child! why, my Couſin Vizard, 
who, i'm ſure, is your ſincere Friend, ſent him. 
he brought me this Letter from my Couſin. — 

[Gizes her the Letter, which jt.2 opens. 

Anz Ha! Vizard! then Pm abus'd in earneft.— 
Wou'd Sir Harry, by his Inſtigatioh, fix a baſe Af- 
font upon me? No, I can't ſuſpect him cf fo un- 
genteel a Crime — This Letter ſhall trace the 
Trath -—- [ ſide.] My Suſpicions, Madam, are 
much clear'd; and I hope to fatisfy your Ladyſhip 
in my Management, when next I ſee Sir Harry. 


Enter Servant. 


Serv, Madam, hete's a Gentleman below calls 
himſelf Wildazr. 

Darl. Conduct him up. Daughter, 1 won't doubt 
your Diſcretion, Exit. Darling. 


Enter Wildair. 


id. O, the Delights of Love and Burgundy ! 
Madam, I have toaſted your Lady ſhip fifteen Bum— 
pers ſucceſſively, and ſwallow'd Capids like Loches 
every Glaſs. 

Ang. And what then, Sir? N 

Wild. Why then, Madam, the Wine has got into 
my Head, and the Capids into my Heart; and un- 
kſs by quenching quick my Flame, you kindly eaſe 
tie Smart, I'm a loſt Man, Madam. | 


Ld 


Ang. Drunkenneſs, Sir Harry, is the worſt Pre- 


tence a Gentleman can make for Rudeneſs ; for the 
Excuſe is as ſcandalous as the Fault,- There- 
fore, pray conſider who you are ſo free with, Si:; 
a Woman of Condition, that can call half a doten 
Footmen upon Occaſion. 

Wild. Nay, Madam, if you have a mind to toſs me 
in a Blanket, half a dozen Chamber- maids would do 
detter Service. Come, come, Madam, tho' the 


Wine makes me liſp, yet has it taught me to fpeak 
H plainer. 


. _ . 
7 I, — — 
— 


— 
P _ 


ib AGITCCRIES ACETATE IRE — = 
— b - 
— —_—_ — 


—__ tut, 


ſhould dazle all your vicious Thoughts: Think qe 
$ 
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plainer. By all the Duſt of my ancient Progenitan 
1 mult this Night reſt in your ms "IN 

Ang. Nay then, who waits there? | Fzter Footme 


Take hold of that Mad-man, and bind him. W 
Wiid. Nay, then Burgundy's the Word, Slaughte (du! 
will enſue. Hold, —— do you know, Scoundre om 
that I have bren drinking victorious Burgundy? vi 
| 0 
Servants. We know you're drunk, Sir. 9 me, | 
Wild. Then, how have you the Impudence, Ra. 4 
cals, to aſſault a Gentleman with a couple of Flask Tho! 
ot Courage in his Head? {Mi 
Servants. We muſt do as our young Miſtreſs con 10 

| Fit 


mands us. | | 
Mild. Nay, then have among ye, Dogs. hat! 
{Throws Money among them : They ſcramble an . 

tabè it up. He pelting them out, ſhuts the Dos 

and returns. | that | 
Raſcals, Poultrons, I have charm'd the Drago jel ab 
and now the Fruit's my own. | | 
Ang. O, the mercenary Wretches ! This was thy 
Plot to betray me. confi 
Wild. 1 have put the whole Army to flight: Anq . mi 
now I'll take the General Priſoner. | Laying hold on he 
Ang. I conjure you, Sir, by the ſacred Name qu 
Honour, by your dead Father's Name, and the EHI! Co 
Reputation of your Mother's Chaſtity, that you o. 
fer not the leaſt Offence — Already you hav" the 
wrong'd me paſt Redreſs. 


mild. Thou art the moſt unaccountable Creature E, 
Ang. What Madneſs, Sir Harry ! what wild Drea * 
6 


of looſe Deſire cou'd prompt you to attempt th 
Baſeneſs? View me well. —— The Brightne's of m Virtus 


Mind, methinks, ſhould lighten outwards, and le kund 
you ſee your Miſtake in my Behaviour. I think * 


thines with ſo much Innocence in my Face, that 


I am defenceleſs cauſe alone. Your very {ell 


Guard againſt your ſelf: l'm ſure, there's ſomethin 
genere 
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generous in your Soul; my Words ſhall ſnatch it 
but, and Eyes ſhall fire it for my own Defence. 

Wild. [Mimicking ] Tal tidum, ti dum, tal ti didi, 
zaum. A Million to one now, but this Girl is juſt 
ome fluſh from reading the Rival Queens, —— ! gad, 
u at her in her own Cant. | 

o my Statyra, O my angry Dear, turn thy Eyes on 
we, behold thy Beau in Buskins. 

Ang. Behold me, Sir; view me with a ſober-_ 
Thought, free from thoſe Fumes of Wine thatthrow 
i Miſt before your Sight, and you ſhall find that e- 
jery Glance from my reproaching Eyes, is arm'd 
vith ſharp Reſentment, and with a virtuous Pride 
tat looks Diſhonour dead. | | 

wild. This is the firſt Whore in Merozcks that I 
Den e met with; e Look ye, Madam, as to 

tat lender Particular of your Virtue, we ſhan't quar- 
about it; you may be as Virtuous as any Woman 
n England, if you pleaſe; you may ſay your Pray'rs 
ll the time — But, pray, Madam, be pleas'd to 
cnſider what is this ſame Virtue that you make ſuch 
and mighty Noiſe about: Can your Virtue beſpeak you 
Front Row in the Boxes? No, for the Players 
aut live upon Virtue. Can your Virtue keep you 
Coach and Six? No, no; your Virtuous Women 
walk a Foot —— Can your Virtue hire you a Pew 
n the Church? Why, the very Sexton will tell you, 
No, Can your Virtue ſtake for you at Picquet ? 
No. Then, what Buſineſs has a Woman with Vir- 


-atur 

Deal: Come, come, Madam, I offer d you fifty 
t th Cuneas. there's a hundred -The Devil! 
of n inuous fill! Why, tis a hundred, five ſcore, a 
nd „ ndred Guineas. 


unk Ang. O Indignation! Were I a Man, you durſt not 
hat de me thus; but the mean, poor Abuſe you throw 
\k nden me, reflects upon your {elf ; our Sex itill ſtrikes 
ſell Ne awe upon the Brave, and only Cowards dare af- 
thin ont a Woman. 
nero 704d. Affront! S'death, Madam, a hundred Guineas 
vil ſet you up a Bank at Baſſet, a hun red Guineas 
H 2 will 
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the old Gentlewoman, ſhe knows Buſineſs better 


will furniſh out your Lodgings with China; a hun 
dre:d Guineas will give you an Air of Quality; a hun | 
drcd Guineas will buy you a rich Eſcritore for you 
Fillet-deux, Or a fine Common-Prayer Book for you 
Virtue. A hundred Guineas will buy a hundred fin 
things, and fine things are for fine Ladies; and fin 
Ladies are for fine Gentlemen : and fine Gentlemet 
are ——— I Gad, this Burgundy makes a Man ſyeal 
like an Angel — Come, come, Madam, take it 
and put it to what uſe you pleaſe. 
Ang. I'll uſe it as I would the baſe unworthy Gi 


ver! thus! 


[Throws down the Purſe and ſtamps upon it 

19514, 1 have no mind to meddie in State Affairs 
but theſe Women will make me a Parliament Mat 
ſpight of my Teeth, on purpoſe to bring in a B 
againſt their Extortion- She tramples under-foo 
that Deity which all the World adores. -Oth 
blooming Pride of beautiful Eighteen ; *Pſhaw, II 
talk to her no longer; Pll make my Markets with 


— [Goes to the Door.] Here, you, Friend, pra 
geſire the old Lady to walk in. - Heatkee, « 


Gad, Madam, III tell your Mother. 
Enter Darling. 


Darl. Well, Sir Harry, and how d'ye like m 


Daughter pray? 


1:14. Like her, Madam! — Hearkee, will yol 
take it? Why, faith, Madam ! ———take the Mo 


ney, | ſay, or 1 gad, all's out. _ 
Ang. All ſhall out; Sir, you're a Scandal to tl 


Name of Gentleman. 
- wild. With all my Heart, Madam In ſhort 
Madam, your Daughter has us'd me ſomewhat tet 
familiarly, tho' I have treated her like a Woman 0 


Quality. | 
© Dari. How, Sir? 


Guineas. | 
Darl. A hundred Guineas! upon what Score 1 
| 


wild. Why, Madam, I have offer'd her a hunde 


Wild 


dW 
am, 
tut, 


Wild. Upon what Score! Lord, Lord, how thele 
ga Women love to hear Bawdy. Why, faith, Ma- 
am, 1 have ne'er a double Entendre ready at pre- 
ut, but I'll ſing you a Song. 


Behold the Goldfinches, tall al de rall. 

And a Man of my Inches, tall al de rall, 

You ſhatl take um, believe me, tall al de rali, 
If you will give me your tall al de rail. 


A modiſh Minuet, Madam, that's all. 

Darl. Sir, 1 don't underſtand you. | 

Wild. Ay, the will have it in plain terms ; then, 
Madam, in downright Engliſh, I offer'd your Daugh- 
ter a hundred Guineas, to — | 

Ang. Hold, Sir, ſtop your abutive Tongue, too looſe 
for modeſt Ears to bear. Madam, I did before 
ſuſpect that his Deſigns were baſe, now they're too 
pain; this Knight, this mighty Man of Wit and Hu- 
mour, is made a Tool to a Knave: V:zard has ſent 
him of a Bully's Errand to affront a Woman; but I 
ſcorn the Bbuſe, and him that offer'd it. 8 5 


who we are, Sir? | 
Mäd. Know who you are! Why, your Daughter 
there is Mr. Vizard's—Couſfin, I ſuppoſe : And for 


France. | Aſide.) Feſtime votre Occupation. 
Darl. Pray, Sir, ſpeak Engliſh. IS 
Wild. Then to define her Office, Alamode de Lon- 
ores! [ Aſide. ] I ſuppoſe your Ladylhip. to be one of 


who keep their viſiting Days for the Entertainment 
of their preſenting Friends, whom they treat with 
Imperial Tea, a private Room, and a Pack of Cards. 
Now I ſuppoſe you do underſtand me. 

Darl. This is beyond ſufferance ; but ſay, thou a- 
buſive Man, what Injury have you ever receiv'd 
from me or mine, thus to engage you in this ſcan- 
lous Aſperſion ? | 3 


H 3 Ang. 
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Darl. How, Sir, come to affront us! D'ye know 


you, Madam, — now to call her Procureſs Alamode 


thoſe civil, obliging, diſcreet, old Gentlewomen, 


— — — 
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Ang. Yes, Sir, what Cauſe, what Motives, coud ii 114d. 
induce you thus to debaſe your ſelf below your Rank 4»: 
Wild. Hey day, Now dear Roxana, and you my eure 


fair Statyra, be not ſo very Heroick in your Styles; ab. 
Vizard's Letter may reſolve you, and anſwer all me 111: 


 2mpertinent Queſtions you have made me. Dar, 

B21h Women. We appeal to that. debavi 

Mild. And Il ſtand to't; he read it to me, and 1/1; 

-he Contents were pretty plain, I thought. Ang 
Ang. Here, Sir, peruſe it, and ſee how much we 

are injur'd, and you deceiv'd. . 


Wiid, | Opening the wy”, But hold, Madam, [To Hurd 
Darling.] before J read I'l make fome Condition: WW Da- 
Mr. V:zard fays here, that I won't ſcruple 30 or Haus d 
40 Pieces, Now, Madam, if you have clapt in ano- WI ii: 
ther Cypher to the Account, and made it 3 or 4 Mitre 
hundred, e Gad, I will not ſtand to't, fohtir 


Ang. Now I can't tell whether Diſdain or Anger Wl Da: 
be the moſt juſt Reſentment for this Injury, You r 
Dar. The Letter, Sir, ſhail anſwer you. ou ft 
1/114. Well then Reads. Wil 


Out of my earneſt Inclination to ſerve yonr Ladys Here 
ſhip, and my Couſin Angelica,—Ay, ay, the Womn 
very Words, I can fay it by Heart—1 have bet 
ſent Sir Harry Wildair—#0 -—-— — What Ente 
the Devil's this? Sent Sir Harry Wildair ls 
court my Couſin! He read to me Huy f 
quite a different thing. -—— He's a Gentleman harr. 
of great Parts and Fortune — He's a Son of Wd 
a Whore, and a Raſcal ——— Aud end 
make your Daughter very Happy Whiſtles.) in 
a Husband. | Looks fooliſh, and hums a Song | 
Oh, poor Sir Harry, what have the ang!y Cl 

Stars deſign'd ? ; lecti 

Ang. Now, Sir, 1 hope you need no Inſtigation Wi turn' 
to redreſs our Wrongs, fince even the Injury points been 
the way. | 1 Wrei 


Darl. Think, Sir, that our Blood for many Ge. Hef n 
nerations, has run in the pureſt Channel of unſully's WW tet 


Honour. | bur; 
Wild, 
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Wild, Ay, Madam. | | Bows to her. 
Ing. Conlider What a tender Flower is Woman s 
Reputation, which the leaſt Air of foul Detraction 
halts. | 5 
feld. Ves, Madam. | [ Bows to r other. 
Dari. Cali then to mind your rude and ſcandaious 
bebaviour. | 


7d. Right, Madam. | " Bows again 
Ang. Remember the baſe Price you offer'd me. 
| Exit. 


Vid. Very true, Madam; was ever Man ſo catc- 
(20? | 
Darl, Then think that Vizard, Villain F:zar, 
aus dall this, yet lives: that's all; farewel. 

Will. Stay, Madam, {To Darling.] one Word; = 
* no_other way to redrels your Wrongs, but by 
hting : | 
Dari. Only one, Sir, which if you can think of, 
fou ny do; you know the Buſineſs 1 entertain d 
jou for. | 

ld. J underſtand, you, Madam. [Exit. Datling.} 
here am I brought to a very pretty Dilemma, I nuit 
ommit Murder, or commit Matrimony ; which is 
neſt now? A Licenſe from Doctors Commons, Ot a 
Fntence from the Old Bazly ? If I kill my Man, the 
laws hangs me: If I marry my Woman, I ſhall hang 
ny ſelf, - But, Dam it, Cowards dare fight; I 
marry, that's the moſt daring Action of the two: S0 
ny dear Couſin Angelica, have at you. 


SCENE Newgate, Clincher ſenior ſolus. 


Clin. How ſevere and melancholy are Newgate Re- 
lections ? Laſt Week my Father died; yeſterday I 
umd Beau; to Day I am laid by the Heels, and 
o morrow ſhall be hung by the Neck ——— I was 
igreeing with a Bookſeller about printing an Account 
of my Journey through France and Italy; but now 
Hiſtory of my Travels muſt be thro' Holbourn to Ty- 
Urn, — Ihe laſt and dying Speech of Beau Clincher, that 

H 4 WAs 
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as going to the Jubilee. Come a Half-penny a. piite 


Arlad ſound, a ſadſound, faith. *Tis one way tg 
have a Man's Death make a great noiſe in the 
World. e 


Enter Smuggler and Goaler. 
Sinug. Well, Friend, I have told you who I am: 


do fend theſe Letters into Thames ſtreet, as directed; 


they are to Gentlemen that will bail me. {Exit Goaler. 
Fh ! this Neu gate is a very populous Place: Here; 
Robbery and Repentance in every Corner. 
Wel!, Friend, what are you ? a Cut-throat or a Bum- 
Bailiff? | 3 
Clin. What are you, Miſtreſs ? a Bawd or x 
Witch? Hearkee, if you are a Witch, d'ye lee, I 


give you a hundred Pounds to mount me on a 


Broom-ftaff, and whip me away to the Jubilee. 


Smug. The Jubilee! O, you young Rake hel, 


what brought you here? 

Clin. Ah, you old Rogue, what brought you here, 
if you go to that? | | 

Smug. I knew, Sir, what your powdering, your 
prinking, your dancing, and your frisking, would 
come to. = 

Clin. And I knew what your Cozening, your Er- 
tortion, and your Smugling would come to. 

Smug. Ay, Sir, you muſt break your Inden- 
tures, and run to the Devil in a full Bottom Wig, 
muſt you ? : 

Clin. Ay, Sir, and you muſt put off your Gravity 
and run to the Devil in Petticoats Lou deſign 
to ſwing in Maſquerade, Maſter, dye? 5 

Smug. Ay, you muſt go to Plays too, Sirrah: Lord, 
Lord! What Buſineſs has a Prentice at a Play-houſe, 
unleſs it be to hear his Maſter made a Cuckold, and 
his Mifireſs a Whore ? 'tis ten to one now, but 
ſome malicious Poet has my Character upon the 
Stage within this Month: Tis a hard matter now, 
that an honeſt ſober Man can't fin in private for thi 


plaguy Stage, I gave an honeſt Gentleman five 1 
1 1 


a 


ece | 


the 
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neas my ſelf towards writing a Book againſt it: And 
i has done no good, we ſee. | | | 

Clin. Well, well, Maſter, take Courage ! our Com- 
wrt is, we have liv'd together, and ſhall die toge- 
ther, only with this difference, that I have liv'd like 
1 Fool, and ſhall die like a Knave; and you have 
lydlike a Knave, and ſhall die like a Fool. 

Snug. No, Sirrah ! I have ſent a Meſſenger for my 
Cloaths, and ſhall get out immediately, and ſhall be 
won your Jury by and! by, —— Go to Prayers you 
Rogue, to Prayers. Exit. Smug. 

Clin. Prayers ! tis a hard taking, when a Man 
mult ſay Grace to the Gallows. Ah, this curſed 
lutriguung! Had I ſwung handſomely in a ſilken Gar- 
ter now, I had died in my Duty; but to hang in 
Hemp, like the Vulgar, tis very ungenteel. 


F Fnter Tom Errand. 

A Reprieve ! a Reprieve! thou dear, dear 
damn d Rogue. Where have you been? Thou art 
the moſt welcome — Son of a Whore; where's: 
my Cloaths ? 
gs Sir, I ſee where mine are: Come, Sir, ſtrip}. 
ir, ſtrip. RO 

Clin. What, Sir, will you abuſe a Gentleman ? 

Err, A Gentleman ! Ha, ha, ha, d'ye know where 
you are, Sir? We're. all Gentlemen here; '$ 
land up for Liberty and Property. —— Newgate's a 
Common-wealth. No Courtier has Buſineſs among. 
us; come, Sir. | | 

Clin. Well, but ſtay, ſtay till T ſend for my own 
Cloaths: 1 (hall get our preſently. 


Err. No, no, vir! I'll ha' you into the Dungeon, 


and uncaſe you, 
Clin. Sir, you can't maſter me; for I'm twenty 
touland ſtrong | ( Exeunt ſt-roggiing- 


RW SCENE 
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| SCENE, Changes to Lady Datling's Houſe 


Enter Wildair with Letters, Servants following, 

Wild. Here, fly all around, and bear theſe as di. 
reed ; you to Weſtminſter, ———you to St. James's, 
and you into the City. Tell all my Friends, a 
Bridegroom's Joy invites their Preſence. Look all 
of ye like Bridegroom's alſo: All appear with hoſpi- 
table Looks, and bear a Welcome in your Faces. 
Tell 'em l'm marry'd. If any ask to whom, make 
no Reply; but tell em that I'm marry'd, that Joy 
1 the Day, and Love the Night. Be gone, 

Y. | | | 


: Enter Standard. 

A thouſand Welcomes, Friend ; my Pleaſure's now 
complete, ſince 1 can ſhare it with my Friend: Brisk 
Joy thall bound from me to you. Then back agen; 
and, like the Sun, grow warmer by Reflection. 

Stand. You're always pleaſant, Sir Harry ; but this 
tranſcends your ſelf : Whence proceeds it ? 

Wild. Canſt thou not gueſs, my Friend? Whence 
flows all Earthly Joy? What is the Life of Man, 
and Soul of Pleaſure 2? — Woman. What fires 

the Heart with Tranſport, and the Soul with Rap- 
tures? Lovely Woman What is the Maſter-{troke 
and Smile of the Creation, but charming, virtuous 
Woman ? When Nature in the general Compo- 
tion, firſt brought Woman forth, like a fluſh'd Poet, 
raviſh'd with his Fancy, with Ecſtaſie ! it bleſt the 
fair Production. — Methinks, my Friend, you reliſh 
not my Joy. What is the Cauſe ? 
Stand. Canſt thou not gueſs ?—-- What is the Bane 
of Man, and Scourge of Life, but Woman 7 =n——— 
What is the Heatheniſh Idol Man ſets up, and 5 
damn'd for worſhipping, Treacherous Woman ?—— 
What are thoſe, whoſe Eyes, like Baſilisks, ſhine 
beautiful for ſure Deſtruction, whoſe Smiles are dan- 
gerous as the Grin of Fiends, but falſe deluding Wi 
man? - Woman ! whoſe Compolition inverts y 
| 5 muanit/; 
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nanity ; their Body's Heavenly; but their Souls arc 
Clay. | 

2 Come, come, Collonel, this is too much: 
| know your Wrongs receiv'd from Lure well may 
excuſe your Reſentments againſt her. But tis un- 
pardonable to charge the Failings of a ſingle Woman 
upon the whole Sex. I have found one, whole: 
Virtues | 

Stand. So have I, Sir Harry; I have found one 
whoſe Pride's above yielding to a Prince. And if 
Lying, Diſſembling, Perjury and Falſhood, be no 
preaches in a Woman's Honour, ſhe's as innocent 
as Infancy, _ | 

Hild. Well, Collonel, I find your Opinion grows 
ſtronger by Oppoſition ; I ſhall now therefore wave 
the Argument, and only beg you for this Dav to 
make a Shew of Complaiſance at leaſt. _—— Here 


.comes my charming Bride. | 


Enter Darling and Angelica. 
Stand. Saluting Angelica] 1 with you, Madam, 
althe Joys of Love and Fortune. 1 5 


Enter Clincher junior. 

Clin. Gentlemen and Ladies, I'm juſt upon the 
Spur, and have only a Minute to take my Leave. 

Wild. Whither are you bound, Sir? 

Clin, Bound, Sir! I'm going to the Jubilee, Sir. 

Dart. Bleſs me, Coulin ! how came you by theſe 
Cloaths ? | | 
Clin. Cloaths! ha, ha, ha, the rafeſt Teft! Ha, ha, 
ba, I thall burſt, by Jupiter Ammon, 1 jhall burſt. 

Dar! What's the matter, Coufin ? | | 

Clin. The matter ! Ha, ha, ha: Why, an honeſt 
Porter, ha. ha, ha, has knock'd out my Brother's 
Brains, ha, ha, ha. 

ad. A very good Jeſt, I'faith, ha, ha, ha. 

Clin. Ay, Sir, but the Jeſt- of all is, he knock d 


out his Brains with a Hammer, and fo he is as dead. 


W a Door nail, ha, ha, ha. 


H. 5 5 Dar. 
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and I muſt go to the Jubilee. 


Scent about him 
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Darl. And do you laugh, Wretch ? 
Clin. Laugh! ha, ha, ha, let me ſee er a younger 
Brother in England that won't laugh at ſuch a jeſt. 
Ang. You appear'd a very ſober pious Gentleman 
ſome Hours ago. 1 | = 
Clin. Pſhaw, I was a Fool then: But now, Ma. 
dam, I'm a Wit; I can Rake now... As for 


your part, Madam, you might have had me once! } 


But now, Madam, if you ſhould chance fall to eat- 
ing Chalk, or gnawing the Sheets, 'tis none of my 
Fault. Now, Madam 


Enter Clincher ſenior in a Blanket. 


Clin. ſen, Muſt you ſo, Rogue, muſt muſt ye? — | 


You will go to the Jubilee, will you? 


Clin. jun. A Ghoſt, a Ghoſt ! -———— Send for the | 


Dean and Chapter preſently. 
Clin. ſen, A Ghoſt! No, no, Sirrah, I'm an elder 


Brother, Rogue. | | 
Clin. jun. ] don't care a Farthing for that; I'm ſure 


you're dead in Law. 

Clin. ſen, Why ſo, Sirrah, why ſo? | 

Clin. jun. Becauſe, Sir, I can get a Fellow to ſwear 
he knock'd out your Brains. 

Mid. An odd way of ſwearing a Man out of his 
Life ! 80 | 

Ctin. jun, Smell him, Gentlemen, he has a deadly 


Clin, ſen, Truly the Apprehenſions of Death may 
have made me favour a lite O Lord, the 
Collone]! The Apprehenſion of him may make the 


Savour worſe, I'm afraid. 


Clin. jun. In ſhort, Sir, were you a Ghoſt, or Bro- 


ther, or Devil, I will go to the Jubilee, by Jupiter 


Ammon. 1 3 3 
Stand. Go to the Jubilee, go to the Bear-Garden, 
——the Travel of ſuch Fools as you, doubly injures 
our Countrey ; you expoſe our Native Follies, which 
ridicule us among Strangers, and return fraught oy 
| W 


I have got an Eſtate, | 
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with their Vices, which you vend here for faſhiona- 
de Gallantry ; a travelling Fool is as dangerous, as a 
jyme-bred Villain —Get you to your native Plough 
1nd Cart, converſe with Animals like your ſelves, 
keep and Oxen; Men are Creatures you don't un- 
lerſtancd. | 1 

Wild. Let em alone, Collonel, their Folly will be 
now diverting. Come, Gentlemen, we'll diſpute 
this Point ſome other time; I hear ſome Fiddles 


tuning, let's hear how they can entertain us, 


A Servant enters and whiſpers Wildair. 


1:14. Madam, ſhall 1 beg you to entertain the 
Company in the next Room for a Moment: 
. | To Darling. 
Darl, With all my Heart— Come, Gentlemen. 
Exeunt omnes but Wildair, 
Wild. A Lady to enquire for me! Who can this be? 


Enter Lurewell. 
0! Madam, this Favour is beyond my ExpeRNa- 
tion, to come uninvited to dance at my Wedding— 
What d'ye gaze at, Madam ? 
Lure, A Monſter—if thou'rt marry'd, thou'rt the 
moſt perjur'd Wretch that e' er avouch'd Deceit. 
Wild. Hey day! Why, Madam, I'm ſure I never 
ſwore to marry you: I made indeed a flight Promiſe, 
upon Condition of your granting me a ſmall Favour, 
but you would not conſent, you know. | 
Lure. How he upbraids me with my Shame 
Can you deny your binding Vows when this appears 
a Witneſs gainſt your Falſhood. [Shews a Ring. 
Methinks the Motto of this ſacred Pledge ſhou'd flath 
Confuſion in your guilty Face read, read here 
the hinding Words of Love and Honour, Words not 
unknown to your perfidious Eyes, ——=tho' utter 
Strangers to your treacherous Heart. 
2 The Woman's ſtark ftaring mad, that's cer- 
In. 8 


Lure. 
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Lure. Was it malicionſly deſign'd to let me find my 


Miſery when paſt Redreſs; to let me know you, 
only to know you falſe? Had not curſed Chance 


ſhew'd me the ſurpriſing Motto, I had been happy— | 
The firſt Knowledge I had of you was fatal to me, 


and this ſecond worſe. 

Wild. What the Devil is all this! —— Madam, I'm 
not at leiſure for Raillery at preſent, I have weighty 
Affairs upon my Hands; the Buſineſs of Pleaſure, 


Madam, any other time— | (Going. 


Lure. Stay, I conjure you ſlay. 
Wild. Faith I can't, my Bride expects me; but 


hark'e, when the Honey-Moon is over, about a | 
Month or two hence, I may do you a ſmall Fayour, | 


Exit. 


Lure. Grant me ſome wild Expreſſions, Heaven's, 
or I ſhall burſt - Woman's Weakneſs, Man's Fa- 


ſhood, my own Shame, and Love's Diſdain, at once 

fwell up my Breaſt ———— Words, Words, or I hall 
burit, £ 8 

Enter Standard. | 

Stand. Stay, Madam, you need not ſhun my 


Sight; for if you are perfect Woman, you have 
Confidence to out- face a Crime, and bear the Charge 


of Guilt without a Bluth. 


Lure. The Charge of Guilt! What? Making | 


Fool of you? I've don't, and glory in the Act; the 
height of Female Juſtice were to make you all hang 


or drown; diſſembling to the Prejudice of Men 1s. | 
Virtue ; and every Look, or Sign, or Smile, or Tear 


that can deceive is meritorious. 

Stand. Very pretty Principles truly — if there 
be Truth in Woman, 'tis now in thee Come, 
Madam, you know that you're diſcovered, and be- 
ing ſenſible you can't eſcape, you wou'd now tui 
to Bay. 

That Ring, Madam, proclaims you guilty. 


Lure. O Monſter, Villain, perfidious Villain | Has 


ke told you ! 
Stand. III tell it yon, and loudly too. 


£417» 


(Going. 
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my are. O name it not ——— yet, ſpeak it out, tis ſo 
ou, W it a Puniſhment for putting Faith in Man, that 1 
nce WM jill bear it all; and let credulous Maids, that truſt 
heir Honour to the Tongues of Men, thus hear their 
me, game proclaim'd—Speak now, what his buſy Scan- 

(al, and your improving Malice both dare utter. 
I'm Stand, Your Fallhood can't be reach'd by Malice 
hty WW nor by Satyr; your Actions are the juſteſt Libel on 
re, Wl jour Fame----your Words, your Looks, your Tears, 
ing. i did believe in ſpight of common Fame. | Nay, 

gainſt mine own Eyes, I ſtill maintan'd your Truth. 
but | imagin'd Wildair's boaſting of your Favours to be 
t a WW tle pure Reſult of Wis own Vanity: At laſt he urg'd 
ur, jour taking Preſents of him, as a convincing Proof 
xit, of which you yeſterday from him receiv'd that Ring-- 
n', W which Ring, that 1 might be ſure he gave it, I Jent 


PD nn 


'ai- tit him for that Purpoſe. | | 
ce Lure. Ha! Youlent it him for that Purpoſe! 1 
"all Stand, Yes, yes, Madam, 1 lent him for that Pur- | 
ng, poſe no denying it I know it well, for F 'Þ 


: Pn 
22 a7 


have worn it long, and defire you now, Madam, to 
my reſtore it to the juſt Owner. . 
Wwe Lure. The juſt Owner! Think, Sir, think but of 
ge WM what Importance 'tis to own it; if you have Love 
and Honour in your Soul, tis then moſt juſtly yours, 
; © WM if not, you are a Robber, and have ſtol'n it baſely. 
the Stand. Ha your Words, like meeting Flints, 
ng nave ſtruck a Light to ſhew me ſomething ftrange--- 
| 19 but tell me inſtantly, is not your real Name Manly? 
ear Lure. Anſwer me firſt, did not you receive this 
Ring about twelve Years ago? 
rc Stand, I did. 
ne, Lure. And were not you about that time enter- 
de- tain'd two Nights at the Houſe of Sir Oliver Manly 
lily in Oxfordſhire ? | L 
Stand. I was, I was. [ Runs to her and embraces her. | 
The bleſt Remembrance fires my Soul with Tranſ- 
las WM port Iknow the reſt you are the chasm- 
ing She, and 1 the happy Man. | 
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Lure. How has blind Fortune ſtumbled on the Wi 


right! But where have you wander'd ſince ? — 'twas perfe 
cruel to forſake me. | and | 
Stand. The Particulars of my Fortune are too | 
tedious now: But to diſcharge my ſelf from the M 4 
Stain of Diſhonour, I muſt tell you, that immedi- 
ately upon my return to the Univerſity, my elder MW 5, 
Brother and I quarrel'd : My Father, to prevent far- MW you 
ther Miſchief, poſts me away to Travel: I writto n 
you from London, but fear the Letter came not to bon 
your Hands. | | | . 
Lure. I never had the leaſt account of you by Let- 5 
ter or otherwiſe. | = ' 
Stand. Three Years I liv'd abroad, and at my re- $ 


turn, found you were gone out of the Kingdom; WM bc 
tho' none cou'd tell me whither : Miſſing you thus, M 11, 
1 went to Flanders, ſerv'd my King till the Peace MW me 
commenc'd ; then fortunately going on Board at hin 
Amſterdam, one Ship tranſported us both to England. Ml i! 
At the firſt ſight I Jov'd, tho' ignorant of the hidden Te 
Cauſe You may remember, Madam, that talk- as 
ing once of Marriage, I told you I was engag'd; to 
your dear ſelf I meant. | 
Ture. Then Men are ſtill moſt generous and brave 
and to reward your Truth, an Eſtate of Thiee 
Thouſand Pounds a Year waits your Acceptance; and 
if I can ſatisfie you in my paſt Conduct, and the Rea- 
ſons that engag'd me to deceive all Men, I ſhall! ex- 
pet the honourable Performance of your Promiſe, 
and that you wou'd ſtay with me in England. 

Stand. Stay ! nor Fame, nor Glory, e'er (hall part 
us more. My Honour can be no where more con- 
cern'd than here. | = 


Enter Wildair, Angelica, both Clinchers. 
Oh! Sir Harry, Fortune has acted Miracles to Di», 
the Story's ſtrange and tedious, but all amounts to th, 
"That Woman's Mind is charming as her Perſon, and 
I am made a Convert too to Beauty. | 


Wild, 
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Mid. 1 wanted only this to make my Pleaſure 
erfect. And, now Madam, we may Dance and Sing, 

and Love and Kiſs in good earneft, —— 


the 
twas 


too | | 

the W 4 Dance here. After the Dance, enter Smuggler. 

edi- | 5 | 

der W 5g. So, Gentlemen and Ladies, I'm glad to find 

far. vou ſo Merry, is my Gracious Nephew among ye? 

t to W 71d. Sir, he dares not ſhew his Face among ſuch 

t to Ml honourable Company, for your Gracious Nephew 
IS- | | X 

Let. smug. What, Sir? Have a care what you ſay. 
Mild. A Villain, Sir. | | 

re- mug. With all my Heart —-T'Il pardon you the 


m; beating me for that very Word. And pray, Sir Har- 
s, , when you ſee him next, tell him this News from 
ace me, that I have diſinherited him, that I will leave 

at him as poor as a disbanded Quarter maſter. And this 
nd, is the poſitive and ſtiff Reſolution of Threeſcore and 
len Ten; an Age that ſticks as obſtinately to its purpoſe, 
k- a5 to the old Faſhion of its Cloak. 


to Wild. You ſee, Madam, (To Angel.] how indu- 
frioufly Fortune has punilſh'd his Offence to you. 

we Angel. I can ſcarcely, Sir, reckon it an Offence, 

ee conſidering the happy Conſequence of it. 

nd Smug. O! Sir Harry, he is as hypocritical ——— 

I Lure. As your ſelf, Mr. Alderman; How fares my 

ex- good old Nurſe, pray, Sir? 5 

ſe, Smug. O Madam, I ſhall be even with you before 


part with your Writings and Money, that I have in 
art my Hands. , 


n. Stand. A Word with you, Mr. Alderman; do you 


know this Pocket-Book. _ | | 
Smug. O Lord, it contains an Account of all my 
uy 3 in Trading [Aſide.] How came you 
Vit, Sir? | | 
Stand. Sir Harry here duſted it out of your Pocket, 
at this Lady's Houſe Yeſterday : lt contains an Ac- 
count of ſome ſecret Practices in your Merchandiz- 


ing; among the reſt the Counterpart of an Agee” 
| men 
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ment with a Correſpondent at Bour1eaux, about tranf- 
porting French Wine in Spanijh Casks—PFirſt return 
this Lady all her Writings, then I hall conſider whe- 
ther 1 ſhall lay your Proceedings before the Parlia- 


ment or not, whoſe Juſtice will never ſuffer your | 


ſmuggling to go unpuniſh'd. _ 
Smug. O my poor Ship and Cargo! 


Clin. ſen. Hark'e, Maſter, you had as good come | 


along with me to the Fabilee now. 
Angel. Come, Mr. Alderman, for once let a Wo. 


man adviſe: Wou'd you be thought an honeſt Man, 
baniſh Covetouſneſs, that worſt Gout of Age; Ava 


rice is a poor pilfering Quality of the Soul, and will 
as certainly cheat, as a Thief wou'd ſteal —— Wou'd 
you be thought a Reformer of the Times, be leſs ſe- 
vere in your Cenſures, leſs rigid in your Precepts, 
and more ſtrict in your Example. | 
Hild. Right, Madam, Virtue flows freer from Imi- 
tation, than Compulſion; of which, Collonel, your 
Converſion and mine are juſt Examples. | 


In vain are muſty Morals taught in Schools, 
By rigid Teachers, and as rigid Rules, 
Where Virtue with a ſrowning Aſpect ſtands, 
And frizhis the Pupil from its rough Commands. 
But Woman | | 
Charming Woman can true Converts make, 

We love the Precepts for the Teacher's ſake, 
Virtue in them appears ſo bright, ſo gay, 

We hear with Tranſport, and with Pride obey. 


The End of the Fifth ACT. 
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Spoken by Mr. W1LKS. 


N 7 all depart each his reſbective Way, 
To ſpend an Evening's Chat upon the Play; 
Some to Hippolito's; one homeward goes, 

And one with loving (he retires to th? Roſe. 

The am'rous Pair in all things frank and free, 
Perhaps may ſave the Play, in number Three. 
The tearing Spark, if Phyllis ought gainſays, | | 
Breaks th' Drawer's Head, kicks her, and murders Bays, 
Ti Coffee ſome retreat to ſave their Pockets, 

Others, more generous, damn the Play at Lockets; 

But there, I hope, the Author s Fears are vain, 

Malice ne'er ſpoke in generous Champaign. 

That Poet merits an 4:noble Death, 

kho fears to fall over a brave Monteth. 

The Privilege of Wine we only ask, 

You'll taſte again, before you damn the Flask. 

Our Author fears not you; but thoſe he may, 

Who in cold Blood murder a Man in Tea. | ; 
Thoſe Men of Spleen who fond the World ſhould hnow it, 
Sit down, and for their T wopence damn a Poet. 

Their Criticiſin's good, that we can ſay ſor't, | 

They underſtand a Play too well to pay for't, 
From Box to Stage, from Stage to Box they run, 

Firſt ſteal the Play, then damn it when they've done, 
But now, to know what Fate may us betide, 
Among our Friends in Cornhill and Cheapſide. 
But thoſe, I thin. have but one Rule for Plays; 
They ſay they're good, if ſo the World but ſays. 
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If it ſhould pleaſe them and their Spouſes know it, 
They ſtrait enquire what kind of Man's the Poet. 
But from Side-box we dread a fearful Doom, 

All the good-natur'd Beaux are gone to Rome, 
The Ladies Cenſure 1'd almoſt forgot, 

Then for a Line or two t'engage their Vote : 

But that way's old, below our Author's Aim, 

No leſs than his whole Play is Complement to them, 
For their Sales then the Play can't mils ſucceeding, 


Tho' Criticks may want Wit, they have good Breeding ; | 


They won't, I'm ſure, forfeit the Ladies Graces, 
By ſhewing their ill. nature to their Faces: 

Our Buſineſs with good Manners may be done, 
Flatter us here, and damn us when you're gone. 


Sir 


sir HARRY ꝰWILDAIR. 


Being the Sequer of the 


; Irip 70 the Jubilee. 


COMEDY: 
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DRURY-LANE, 


By Her MajrsTrys Servants. 
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To the Right Honour aBLz the 


Farl of Albemarle, &c. 


_ of the moſt Noble Order of the Garter. 


My LORD, 


Y Pen is both a Novice in Poetry, and a Stran- 
M ger at Court, and can no more raiſe it ſelf to 
the Style of Panegyrick, than it can ſtoop to the Art 
of Flattery ; but if in the plain and ſimple Habit of 
Truth, it may preſume to mix with that Crowd of 
Followers that daily attend upon your Lordſhip's Fa- 
vour, pleaſe to behold a Stranger, with this diffe- 
rence, that he pays more Homage to your Worth, 
than Adoration to your Greatneſs. 

This Diſtinction, my Lord, will appear too nice 
and Metaphyſical to the World, who know your Lord- 
ſhip's Merit and Place to be inſeparable, that they can 
only differ as the Cauſe from the Effect; and this, my 
Lord, is as much beyond Diſpute, as that your Royal 
Maſter, who has made the noble Choice, 1s the moſt 
wiſe, and moſt diſcerning Prince in the Univerſe. 


To preſent the World with a lively Draught of 


your Lordſhip's Perfections, I ſhould enumerate the 
Judgment, Conduct, Piety and Courage of our great 


and gracious King, who can only place his Favours 


on thoſe ſhining Qualifications, for which his Majeſt 
is ſo eminently remarkable himfelf: but this, my . 
will prove the Buſineſs of a voluminous Hiſtory, and 
your Lordſhip's Character muſt attend the Fame of 
your great Maſter in the Memoires of Futurity, as Jon 

alth- 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory, 
faithful Service has hitherto accompained the noble 
Actions of his Life. | 
Ihe greateſt Princes in all Ages, have had thei 
Friends and Favourites, with them to communicate 
and debate their Thoughts, ſo to exerciſe and ripen 
their Judgments; or ſometimes to eaſe their Cares 
by imparting them. The great Auguſtus, we read in 
his Project of ſettling the unwieldy Roman Conqueſis 
en a fixt Baſis of Government, had the Deſign laid, 
not in his Counſel, but his Cluſet ; there we find him 
with his two Friends Mecœnas aud Agrippa, his Favou- 
rite Friends, Perſons of ſound Judgment, and ungue- 
ſtionable Fidelity; there the great Queſtion is freely 
and reaſonably debated, without the Noiſe of Faction, 
and conſtraint of Formality ; and there was laid that 
prodigious Scheme of Government, that ſoon reco- 
'ver'd their bleeding Country, heal'd the Wounds of 
the Civil War, bleſt the Empire with a laſting Peace, 
and ſtyl'd its Monarch Pater Patria. 

The Parallel, my Lord, is eaſily made; we have 
our Cæſar too, no leſs renown'd than the foremen- 
tion'd Auguſtus ; he firſt aſſerted our Liberries at home 
againſt Popery and Thraldom, headed our Armies a- 
broad with Bravery and Succeſs, gave Peace to Es- 
rope, and Security to our Religion. And you, my 
Lord, are his Mecœnas, the private Counſeller to 
thoſe great Tranſactions which have made England 

ſo formidable to its Enemies, that (which I bluſh 

to own) it is grown jealous of its Friends. 

But here, my Lord, appears the particular Wiſdom 
and Circumſpection of your Lordſhip's Conduct, that 
you ſo firmly retain the Favour of your Maſter with. 
out the Envy of the Subject; your Moderation and 
even Deportment between both, has ſecur'd to your 
Lordſhip the Ear of the King, and the Heart of the 
People; the Nation has voted you their Good Angel 
in all Suits and Petitions to their Prince, and the! 
Succeſs fills the three Kingdoms with daily Praiſes of 
your Lordſhip's Goodneſs, and his Majeſty's Grace 
and Clemency, | 4 
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And now, my Lord, give me leave humbly to 
beg, that among all the good Actions of your Lord- 
ſhip's high and happy Station, the encouragement of 
Arts and Literature may not be ſolely excluded from 
the influence of your Favour. The Polite Mecœnas, 
whom I preſum'd to make a Parallel to your Lord- 
ſhip in the Favour of his Prince, had his Virgil, and 


his Horace, and his Time was moſtly divided between 


the Emperor, and the Poet; he ſo manag'd his Stake 
of Royal Fayour, that as Auguſtus made him great, 
ſo the Muſes fix d him immortal; and Maro's Excel- 
ency, my Lord, will appear the leſs Wonder, when 
we confider that his Pen was ſo cheriſh'd with Boun- 
tr, and inſpir'd by Gratitude. 

But I can lay no Claim to the Merits of ſo great a 
Perſon for my Acceſs to your Lordfhip; I have on- 
ly this to recommend me without Art void of Rhe- 
torick, that I am a true Lover of my King, and pay 


an unfeigned Veneration to all thoſe who are his 


traſty Servants, and faithful Miniſters ; which infcrs 
that I am, my Lord, with all Submiſſion, 


Tour Lordſhip's mol devoted, aud 


moſt obedient humble Servant, 


G. FARQUHAR, 


L PRO. 
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PROLOGUE. 


UR Authors have, in moſt their late Eſſays, 

Prologu'd their own, by damning other Plays; 
Made great Harangues to teach you what was fit 
To paſs for Humour and go down for Wit. 
Athenian Rules muſt form an Engliſh Piece, 
And Drury-lane comply with ancient Greece, 
Exactneſs only, ſuch as Terence writ, | 
Muſt pleaſe our maſqu'd Lucretias in the Pit, 
Our Youthful Author ſwears he cares not a Pin 
For Voſſius, Scaliger, Hedelin, or Rapin : 
He leaves to learned Pens ſuch labour d Lays, 
You are the Rules by which he writes his Plays. 
From muſty Books let others take their View, 
He hates dull Reading, but he ſtudies You. 
Firſt, from you Beaux, his Leſſon is Formality; 
And in your Footmen there . moſt nice Morality ; 
To pleaſure them his Pegaſus muſt fly, 
Becauſe they judge, and lodge, three stories high. 
From the Front-Boxes he has pick d his Style, 
And learns, without a Bluſh, to make em Smile; 
A Leſſon only taught us by the Fair; 
A waggiſh Action = but a modeſt Air. 
Among his Friends here in the Pit, he reads 
Some Rules that every modiſh Writer needs. | 
He learns from ev'ry Covent-Garden Crizick's Face, 
The modern Forms of Action, Time, and Place, | 
| # | The 


PROLOGUE. 
The Action he's *aſham'd ta name, — d'ye ſee, 
The Time is Seven, the Place is Number Three. 
The Maſques he only reads by paſſant Looks. 

Be dares not venture ſer into their Books. 

Thus then the Pit and Boxes are his Schools, 
Tour Arr, your Humour, his Dramatick Rules. 
Let Critichs cenſure then, and hiſs like Snakes, 

Re gains his Ends, if his light Fancy takes 

g. James's Beaux, and Covent-Garden Rabes, 
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Dramatis Perſona: 


| Sir Hurry Wildair, Mr. Wilks, 
Col. Standard, | Mr. Mills. 
Fireball, a Sea Captain, Mr. Fohnſcn, 

55 Monl. Marquis, a ſharping bee, Mr. Cibter. 
Bean Banter. 5 Mrs. Rogers, 
Clincher, the Jubilee-Beau turn AL Mr; Pinkerton 

| Dicky, Servant to Wildair, Mr. Norris. 
Shark, Servant to Pireball, Mr. Fairbank. 
| Ghoſt, | Mrs. Rogers, 


Lord Bellamy, | Mr. Simpſon, 


WOMEN. 


Lady Lurewell, Mrs. Verbruggen. 
Angelica, þ Mrs. Rogers. 
Parly, ; Mrs. Lucas. 


Servants and Attendants. 
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Trip to the Jubilee. 1 
77FEEETCC foro WY | | 

oh 7 4 546 7 —_— 
SCENE, The Park. _— 

Enter Standard and Fireball meeting. 8 || 

A AH ! Brother Fireball ! wel | if 

come aſhore, What! Heart 1 

whole? Limbs firm, and Fri- | 

gate ſafe ? 1 

Yo Fire. All, all, as my Fortune | | 
and Friends cou'd wiſh. qi, 


2 Stand, And what News from 
I E the Baltick 3 ? 
Fire. Why, yonder are three or four young Boys 
th North that have got Globes and Scepters to * 
13 | Wit 


94 Sir Harry Wildair ; being 
with : They fell to Loggerheads about their Play. 


things; the Engliſh came in like Robin Good-Fellow, 
cry'd Boh, and made em quiet. 5 


Stand. In the next place then, you're to congratu- 


late my Succeſs: You have heard, I ſuppoſe, that 
I've marry'd a fine Lady with a great Forttine. 

Fire, Ay, ay, twas my firſt News upon my Land. 
ing, that Collonel Standard had marry'd the fine Ia. 
dy Lurewell ——A fine Lady indeed! A very fine 
Lady! But Faith, Brother, I had rather turn 
Skippet to an Indian Canoe, than manage the Veſle 
you re Maſter of. | 5 

Staud. Why ſo, Sir? EE 

Fire. Becauſe ſhe'll run adrift with every Wind 
that blows: She's all Sail and no Ballaſt Shall! 
tell you the Character I have heard of a fine Lady? 
A fine Lady can laugh at the Death of her Husband, 
and cry for the Loſs of her Lap-Dog. A fine Ladyis 
angry without a Cauſe, and pleas'd without a Reaſon. 
A fine Lady has the Vapours all the Morning, and 
the Cholick all the Afternoon. The Pride of a fine 
Lady is above the Merit of an underſtanding Head ; 


vet her Vanity will ſtoop to the Adoration of a Pe- 


ruke. And in fine, a fine Lady goes to Church for 
Faſhion's ſake, and to the Baſſet-Table with Devo- 
tion; and her Paſſion for Gaming exceeds her Vani- 
ty of being thought virtuous, or the Deſire of act. 


ing the contrary. We Seamen ſpeak plain, Bro- 


ther. Ns 

Stand. You Seamen are like your Element, always 
tempeſtuous, too ruflling to handle a fine Lady. 

Fire. Say you ſo? Why then give me thy Hand, 
honeſt Fran, and let the World talk on and be 
damn'd- | ly 

Stand. The World talk, fay you ? What does the 
World talk? | | | 

Fire. Nothing, nothing at all —— They only fay 
what's uſual upon ſuch Occafions : That your Wite's 
the greateſt Cogn about the Court, and your Wor- 
ſhip the greateſt Cuckold about the City : That's all. 


Stand, 
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Play. stand. How, how, Sir? | 
ellow, Fire. That ſhe's a Coquet, and you a Cuckold. 
| Stand. She's an Angel in her Mn and a Paradiſe 
gratu- to me. 39 5 
that Fire. She's an Eve in her ſelf, and a Devil to you. 
Stand. She's all Truth, and the World a Liar. 
Land. Fire. Why then, 1 gad, Brother, it {hall be ſo; 
e La. l back again to White's, and whoever dares mutter 
7 fine MW Scandal of my Brother and Siſter, II dath his Rati- 
turn fa in's Face, and call him a Liar. (Going. 
Jeſſel Stand, Hold hold, Sir. The World is too ſtrong 
for us. Were Scandal and Detractiop to be through- 
ly reveng'd, we muſt murder all the Beaux, and poi- 
Vind bon halt the Ladies: Thoſe that have nothing elſe to 
1all [ ay, muſt tell Stories; Fools over Burgundy, and La- 


dy? dies over Tea, muſt have ſomething that's ſharp to 

and, WM reliſh their Liquor; Malice is the piquant Sauce of 

dy is fich Converſation ; and without it, their Entertain- 

ſon. MW ment wou'd prove mighty inſipid Now, Bro- 

and ther, why ſhould we pretend to quarrel with all 

fine MW Mankind ? | 

ad ; Fire. Becauſe all Mankind quarrel with us. 

Pe- $1and, The worſt reaſon in the World. 

for W Wou'd you pretend to devour a Lion, becauſe a 

vo- W Lion wou d devour you? | 

mi- Fire. Ves, if I cou'd ? 

act. Stand, Ay, that's right; if you cou'd! But ſince 

ro- you have neither Teeth nor Paws for ſuch an Eu- 
counter, lie quitely down, and perhaps the furious 

ays beaſt may run over you, 

Fire. Sdeath, Sir! But, I ſay, that whoever abuſes 
1d, my Brother's Wife, tho' at the back of the King's 
be Chair, he's a Villain. 5 

Stand. No, no, Brother, that's a Contradiction ; 
he there's no ſuch thing as Villainy at Court. Indeed, 
| if the Practice of Courts were found in a ſingle Per- 
ay fon, he might be ſtyl'd Villan with a vengeance; 


— 


but Number and Power authorizes every thing, and 
r- turns the Villain upon their Accuſers. In ſhort, Sir, 
every Man's Morals, like his Religion now- a days. 


14 pleads 
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pleads Liberty of Conſcience; every Man's Conſcience 
1s his Convenience, and we know no Convenience hut 
Preferment. As for inftance, who would be ſo 
complaiſant as to thank an Officer for his Courage, 
when that's the Condition of his Pay? And who can 


be ſo ill natur'd, as to blame a Counter for eſpouſing 


that which is the very Tenure of his Livelihood ? 

Fire. A very good Argument in a very damnable 
Cauſe ;: But, Sir, my Bus'neſs is not with the 
Court, but with you: I deſire you, Sir, to open 
your Eyes; at leaſt, be plcas'd to lend an Ear to 
what I heard juſt now at the Chocolate-Houſe, 

Stand. Brother.— 

Fire. Well, Sir, 
Stand. Did the Scandal pleaſe you when you heard 
It * | | 

Fire. No. 1 | | 

Stand. Then why ſhou'd you think it ſhou'd pleaſe 
me? Be not more uncharitable to your Friends than 
to your ſelf, ſweet Sir: If it made you uneaſy, there's 
no queftion but it will torment me, who am ſo much 
nearer concern'd. DTS. 
Fire. But wou'd you not be glad to know yout 
Enemies? | | 

Stand. 'Plhaw | If they abus'd me they are my 
Friends, my intimate Friends, my Table-Company, 
and Battle- Companions. 1 5 

Fire. Why then, Brother, the Devil take all your 
Acquaintance You were fo rally'd, ſo torn ! there 
was a hundred Ranks of ſneering white Teeth drawn 
upon your Misfortunes at once, Which ſo mangled 
yuur Wife's Reputation, that ſhe can never patch up 
her Honour while the lives. Wd 

Staud. And their Teeth were very white, you ſay. 

Fire. Very white; Blood, Sir, I ſay they mangled 
your Wife's Reputation. | | 

Stand. And I ſay, that if they touch my Wife's 
Reputation with nothing but their Teeth, ber Ho- 
nour will be ſafe enough, 

Fire Then you wont hear it. 


— 


Stand. 
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Stand. Not a Syllable. Liſt'ning after Slander is 


lying Nets for Serpents, which, when you have 
caught, will ſting you to Death: Let 'em ſpit their 
Venom among themfelves, and it hurts no Body. 
Fire. Lord ! Lord! How Cuckoldom and Con- 
tentment go together! Fye, fye, Sir! conſider you 
haye been a Soldier, dignify'd by a noble Poſt ; di- 
tinguiſh'd by brave Actions, and Honour to your Na- 
tion, and a Terror to your Enemies. — Hell! that 


Man who has ſtorm'd Namur ſhou'd become the 


ſeit of a Coffce-Table The whole Houſe was. 


dearly taken up with the two important Queſtions, 
whether the Collonel was a Cuckold? or Kid a Py- 
nte ? . 

Stand. This I can't bear. [ Aſide. 


Fire. Ay, (ſays a ſneering Coxcomb) the Collo- 


nel has made his Fortune with a Witneſs; he has ſe+ 
cur d himſelf a good Eſtate in this Life, and a Rever- 
fon in the World to come. Then (replies another) 


preſume he's oblig'd to your Lordthip's Bounty for 
the latter part of the Settlement. There are others 


(ays a third) that have play'd with my Lady Lure- 
well at Piquet, beſides my Lord; I have capotted: 
ker my ſelf two or three times in an Evening, 

Stand. O Matrimonial Patience, aſſiſt me. 

Fire. Matrimonial. Patience ! Matrimonial Peſti- 
lence! -Shake off theſe drowzy Chains that feiter 
your Reſentments. If your Wife has wrong'd ye, 
pack her off, and let her Perſon be as publick as her 
Character: Lf ſhe be honeſt, revenge her Quarrel.--— 
} can ſtay no longer: This is my Hour of Atten- 
cance at the Navy-Office; I'll come and dine with. 
jou; in the mean time, Revenge! think on't. 


[ Exit Fireball. 


Stand. [ Solus.) How eaſy is it to give Advice, and 
how difficult to obferve it! If your: Wife has wrong'd 


ye, pack her off. Ay, but how? The Goipel drives 
the Matrimonial Nail, and the Law clinches its fo- 
'ery hard, that to draw It again wou'd teat the. Work 
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to p'eces, —- That her Intentions have wrong'd me, 
here's a young Bawd can witneſs. N | 


Enter Parley, running croſs the Stage 
Here, here, Mrs. Parley, Whither ſo fatt ? 
Par. Oh Lord! my Maſter !—Sir, 1 was running | 
to Madamoiſelle Furbello, the French Milliner, for a} 
new Burgundy for my Lady's Head. oe 
Stand. No, Child, you're employ'd about an old 
faſhion'd Garniture for your Malter's Head, if! mi- 
ſtake not your Errand, | 
Par. Oh, Sir! there's the prettieſt Faſhion lately 
come over |! ſo airy, ſo French, and all that — 
The Pinners are double ruffled with twelve Plaits of 
a lide, and open all from the Face; the Hair is 
frizled all up round the Head, and ſtands as {tiff as a} 
Bodkin. Then the Favourites hang looſe upon the 
Temples with a languiſhing Lock in the Middle. 
Then the Caule is extremely wide, and over all is a 
Cornet rais'd very high, and all the Lappets behind. 
1 muſt fetch it preſently. 5 ; 
Stand. Hold a little, Child, I muſt talke with you, 
Par. Another time, Sir, my Lady ſtays for it. 
Stand. One Queſtion firſt; What Wages doth my 
Wife give you? 
Par. Ten Pound a Year, Sir, which God knows 
is little enough, conſidering how I flave from Place 
to Place upon her Occaſions. But then, Sir, my 
Perquiſites are conſiderable; I make above two hun 
dred Pounds a Year by her old Cloaths. 
Stand. Two hundred Pounds a Year of her 0! 
Cloaths! What then muſt her New ones coſt - 
But what do you get by viſiting Gallants, and Picquet: 
Par. About a hundred Pound more. 
Stand. A hundred Pound more! Now who cat 
expect to find a Lady's Woman honeſt, when fl 
gets ſo much by being a Jade ?! ——— What Religic 
are you of, Mrs. Parley! / 
Par. Religion, Sir! I can't tell. 
Sia; d. What was your Father? 


Pa; 


me, 


Pa: 
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Par. A Mountebank, | 

Stand. Where was you born? 

Par. In Holland. 8 

Stand. Were you ever Chriſten'd? 

Par. No. : | | 

Stand. How came chat? 

Par, My Parents were Anabaptiſts: they dy'd be- 


fore 1 was dipt ; I then forſook their Religion, and 


ha got ne'er a new one fince. | 

Stand. I'm very ſorry, Madam, that I had not the 
Honour to know. the Worth of your Extraction ſoon- 
er, that I might have paid you the Reſpect due to 
your Quality, | 

Par. Sir, your humble Servant. 

Stand. Have you any Principles? 

Par. Five hundred. 

Stand. Have you loſt your Maidenhead? 
[She puts on her Maſque,. and nods.) Do you love. 
Money: . 

Par. Yaw, Mijn Heer. HOY 

Stand, Well, Mrs. Parley, now you have been ſo 
free with me, [I tell you what you muſt truſt to in 
return : Never to come near my Houſe again. Be- 
gone, Monſter, fly, ——- Hell and Furies! never: 
Chriſten'd ! Her Father a Mountebank 
Far. Lord, Sir, you need not be ſo furious. Ne- 
ver Chriſten'd ! What then? I may be a very good 
Chriſtian for all that, I ſuppoſe.— Turn me off! 
Sir, you than't. Meddle with your Fellows; tis 
my Lady's Buſineſs to order her Women. 

S/ and. Here's a young Whore for you now ! A 
ſweet Companion for my Wife! Where there's ſuch 
a kelliſh Confident, there muſt be damnable Secrets. 
-—— Be gone, I fay. — — My Wife ſhall turn you 
away. 

<A Sir, (he won't turn me away, the ſha'n'tturn 
me away, nor the can't turn me away. 
the dare not turn me away. 

Stand. Why, you Jade? Why ? 

Far. Becaule lm the Miſtreis, not (he; | 

1.6 Stand: 


Sir, I ſay, 
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Stand, You the Miſtreſs ! hand 
Par, Yes, I know all her Secrets; and let her offer 

to turn me off if ſhe dares. 

Stand, What Secrets do you know? 


Par. Humph! = Tell a Wife's Secrets to her 


Husband! —— Very pretty, Faith ! —- Sure, Sir, you 
don't think me ſuch a Jew: Tho' | was never Chri- 
ften'd, I have more Religion than that comes to. 
Stand. Are you faithful to your Lady for Aﬀeci- 
on, or Intereſt ? | | | 
Par. Shall I teil ycu a Chriſtian Lie, or a Pagan 
Truth? | | 
Stand.” Come, Truth for once. | 
Par. Why then, Intereſt, Intereſt! I have a great 
Soul, which nothing can gain but a great Bribe. 
Stand. Well, tho thou art a Devil, thou art a very 
honeſt one Give me thy Hand, Wench. Should 
not Intereſt make you faithful to me, as much as to 
others? 
Par. Honeſt to you! Marry for what? you gave 
me indeed two pitiful Pieces the Day you were mar- 
Ty'd, but not a Stiver fince. One Gallanr gives me 
Ten Guineas, another a Watch, another a pair of 
Pendants, a fourth a Diamond Ring; and my noble 
Maſter gives me——his Linen to mend. — Faugh! 
— III tell you a Secret, Sir: Stingineſs to Servants 
makes more Cuckolds, than ill- nature to Wives. 
Stand. And am Ia Cuckold, Parley ! 


Par. No, faith not yet; tho' in a very fair way of 


having the Dignity conferr'd upon you very ſuddenly, 
Stand. Come, Girl, you all be my Penſioner; 
you ſhall have a glorious Revenue ; for every Gut 
nea that you get for keeping a Secret, I! give you 
two for revealing it: You ſhall find a Husband once 
in your Life out-do all your Gallants in Generofity, 
Take their Money, Child, take all their Bribes : 
give *em Hopes; make em Aſſignations; ſerve your 
Lady faithfully, but tell all to.me. By which means, 
the will be kept Chaſte, you will grow Rich, and I 
ſhall preſerve my Honour. ET 


Par, 


* 
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Par. But what Security ſhall 1 have for Perform- 
ce of Articles? TD 
Stand. Ready Payment, Child. 
Par, Then give me Earneſt, 

Stand. Five Guineas, _ 

Par. Are they right? No Gray 's-1nn Pieces a- 
mongſt 'em.—AlI right as my Leg Now, Sir, 
In give you an Earneſt of my Service. Who'e'ye 
think is come to Town? . 5 

Stand. Who ? | 

par. Your old Friend, Sir Harry Wildair. 

Stand. Impoſſible? 

Par. Yes, faith, and as gay as ever. 

Stand. And has he forgot his Wife ſo ſoon ? 

Par. Why, ſhe has been dead now above a Year, 
e appear'd in the Ring lait Night with ſuch 
Splendor and Equipage, that he eclips'd the Beaux, 
dazel'd the Ladies, and made your Wife dream all 
Night of Six Flanders Mares, Seven French Liveries, 
a Wig like a Cloak, and a Hat like a Shittlecock. 

Stand, What are a Woman's.Promiſes and Oaths ? 

Par. Wind, Wind, vir. | | 

Stand. When 1 marry'd her, how heartily did ſhe 
condemn her light preceding Conduct, and for the 
ne vow'd her ſelf a perfect Pattern of Conjugat 

idelity ! 1 | 

Per” Shs might as ſafely ſwear, Sir, That this day 
ſe night, at four a Clock, the Wind will blow fair 
for Flanders. Tis preſuming for any of us all to 
promiſe for our Inclinations a whole Week. Beſides, 
Sir, my Lady has got the knack of Coquetting it ; 
and when once a Woman has got that in her Head, 
the will have a touch on't every where elfe. 

Stand. An Oracle, Child. But now I muſt make 
the beſt of a bad Bargain; and ſince 1 have got you 
on my ſide, I have ſome Hopes, that by conſtant 
Diſappointment and Croſſes in her Deſigns, I may 
at laſt tire her into good Behaviour. 

Par. Well, Sir, the Condition of the Articles be- 
ing duly perform'd, I ſtand to the Obligation ; and 

Will 


Giving her Money, 
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will tell you farther, That by and by Sir Harry Wild. 
air is to come to our Houſe to Cards, and that there 
is a Deſign laid to cheat him of his Money. 
Stand. What Company will there be beſides ? 
Par. Why, the old Set at the Baſlet-Table ; my 


Lady Lovecards, and the uſual Company: They 


have made up a Bank of Fifteen Hundred Louis d'or, 
among 'em ; the whole Defign lies upon Sir Harry's 
Purſe, and the French Marquis, you know, conſtant- 
. ly Tailles, | 


Stand. Ay, the French Marquis; that's one of your 


Benefactors, Parley ; —— the Perſecution of Baſſet in 
Paris furniſh'd us with that Refugee, but the Character 
of ſuch a Fellow ought not to reflect en thoſe who 
have been real Sufferers for their Religion. —— But 
take no notice. Be ſure only to inform me of all 
that paſſes —— There's more Earneſt for you: Be rich 
and faithful. [ Exit Standard, 
Par. | Solus. ]“ J am now not only Woman to the 
Lady Lurewell, but Steward to her Husband, in my 
double Capacity of knowing her Secrets, and com- 
manding his Purſe. A very pretty Office in a Fami. 
ly; For every Guinea that I get for keeping a Secret, 
bell give me two for revealing it. My comings in, 
at this rate, will be worth a Maſter in Chancery" 
Piace, and many a poor Templer will be glad to mar- 
ry me with half my Fortune. 


Enter Dicky, meeting her. 
Dick. Here's a Man much fitter for your purpoſes, 
Par. Bleſs me! Mr. Dicky ! | 
Dick. The very ſame in Longitude and Latitude! 
not a bit diminiſh'd, not a Bair's Breadth increased. 
| Dear Mrs. Parley, give me à Buſs, for l' al- 


moſt ſtarv d. 

Par. Why fo hungry, Mr. Dicky ? 

Diek. Why, I ba'n't taſted a bit this Year and hol, 
Woman? I have been wandring about all over the 
World, following my Maſter, and come home t0 
dear London but two Days ago, Now the Devil take 

| me, 
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me, if I had not rather kiſs an Engliſh pair of Pattins, 
than the fineſt Lady in Frarce. 1 LY 

Par. Then you're over-joy'd to ſee London again? 

Dick. Oh! I was juſt dead of a Conſumption, till 
my W the ſweet Smoke of Cheapſide, and the dear Perfume 
hey of Fleer- Ditch, made me a Man again. 


'Ors Par. But how came you to live with Sir Harry 
ry's Wl Hildarr ? | by 5 ; 
ant⸗ Dick. Why, ſeeing me a handſome Perſonable Fel- 


bow, and well quality'd for a Livery, he took a Fan- 
our ey to my Figure, that was all. | 
t in Par, And what's become of your old Maſter ? 
cter Dick, O! hang him, he was a Blockhead, and 1 
vno Wl turn'd him off, I turn'd him away. | 
But WW Par. And were not you very ſorry for the Loſs 
al MW of your Miſtreſs, Sir Harry's Lady? They ſay, the 
rich W was a very good Woman, 
ard, Dich. Oh! the ſweeteſt Woman that ever the Sun 
the W fhind upon. I cou'd almoſt weep when J think of 


my W her. | | Niping his Eyes. 
om- Par. How did ſhe die, pray? I cou'd never hear 
im! how *twas. | | 

ret, Dick, Give me a Buſs then, and 1'I] tell ye. 

sin, a Par. Yuu ſhall have your Wages when your Work's 
ys one. | 
nar” WM Dick. Well then Courage ! Now for a dole- 


ful Tale —— You know that my Maſter took a freak. 
to go ſee that fooliſh Jubilee that made ſuch a Noife 
among us here; and no ſooner ſaid than done; away 


es, he went; he took his fine French Servants to wait on. 
him, and left me, the poor Fngliſh Puppy, to wait 
| upon his Lady at home here. Well, ſo far, ſo 


40 d good —--—- But ſcarce was my Maſter's back turn'd, 

nah when my Lady fell to ſigbing, and pouting, and: 
whining, and crying; and in ſhort fell ſick upon't. 

Par. Well, well, I know all this already ; and 


half, that ſhe pluck'd up her Spirits at laſt, and went to 
the follow him. | 

e t0 Dick. Very well. Follow him we did, far and far, 
abe aud farther than I can tell, till we came to a place call d 


Monte 
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Montpellier, in France; a goodly Place truly.— But, 
Sir Harry was gone to Rome; there was our Labour 
loſt. But, to be ſhort, my poor Lady, with the 
Tireſomnels of Travelling, fell ſick — and dy d. 
Par. Poor Woman ! | | | 
Dick. Ay, but that was not all. Here comes the 
worſt of the Story. Thoſe curſed barbarous De- 
vils, the French, wou'd not let us bury her. 
Par, Not bury her! can | 
Dick. No, ſhe was a Heretick Woman, and they 


wou'd not let her Corps be put in their holy Ground | 


Oh! damn their holy Ground for me, 

Par. Now had not I better be an honeſt Pagan, as 
I am, than ſuch a Chriſtian as one of theſe ? 
But how did you diſpoſe the Body ? 
Dick. Why, there was one Charitable Gentlews- 
man that us'dto viſit my Lady in her Sickneſs; She 
contriv*dthe matter ſo, that the had her bury'd in her 
own private Chappel. This Lady and my ſelf carri- 
ed her out upon our own Shoulders, through a Back- 
door at the Hour of Midnight, and laid her in a Grave 

that I dug for her with my own Hands; and if we 
had been catch'd by the Prieſts, we had gone to the 
Gallows without the Benefit of Clergy. 

Par. Oh! the Devil take 'em. But what did they 
mean. by a Heretick Woman ? | 

Dich. I don't know; ſome ſort of a Canila!, 1 
believe. I know there are ſome Canibal Women 
here in England, that come to the Play houſes in 
Maſques ; but Jet them have a care how they go to 
France. (For they are all Hereticks, I believe.) But 
I'm ſure my good Lady was none of theſe. 

Par. But how did Sir Harry bear the News? | 

Dick. Why, you muſt know, that my Lady, after 
ſhe was bury'd ſent me | 


Par. How! after ſhe was bury'd ! 91 
Dick. Plhaw! Why Lord, Miſtreſs, you know 
what I mean-; I went to ir Harry all the way 10 


Rowe; and where d'ye think I found him? 
Far. Where 2 


Dick. 


ter 
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Dick, Why, in the middle of a Monaſtery among 
1 hundred and fifty Nuns, playing at Hot-cockles. 
He was ſurpriz'd to ſee honeſt Dicky, you may be 
fire. But when I told him the ſad Story, he roard 
out a whole Volley of Engliſh Oaths upon the Spot, 
and {wore that he would ſet Fire on the Pope's Pa- 
lace for the Injury done to his Wife. He then flew 
way to his Chamber, lock'd himſelf up for three 
Days; we thought to have found him dead; but in- 
lead of that, he call'd for his beſt Linen, fine Wig, 
zt Coach; and laughing very heartily, ſwore again 


de wou'd be reveng'd, and bid them drive to the 


Nunnery ; and he was reveng'd to ſome purpoſe. 
Par. How, how, dear Mr. Dicky ? 


Dick. Why, in a matter of five Days he got ſix 


Nuns with Child, and left em to provide for their 
Heretick Baſtards Ah plague on 'em, they hatea 
dead Heretick, but they love a piping-hot warm He- 
retick with all their Hearts. So away we came; 
and thus did he jog on, revenging himſelf at this 
ate through all the Catholick Countries that we paſ- 


ſd, till we came home; and now, Mrs. Parley, 1 


fincy he has ſome Deſigns of Revenge too upon 
your Lady. 
Par. Who cou'd have thought that a Man of his 
light airy Temper wou'd have been ſo revengeful ? 
Dick. Why, faith, I'm alittle malicious too: Where's 
the Buſs you promis'd me, you jade? | 
Par, Follow me, you Rogue. Runs off. 
Dick, Allons. Follows, 


The End of the Firſt ACT. 
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I. 
SCENE, A Lad % Apartment, 


Enter two Chamber maids. 


1 Cham. A RE all things ſet in order 2 The Toi. 
let fix'd, the Bottles and Combs put in 
Form, and the Chocolate ready ? 

2 Cham. 'Tis no great matter whether they be 
right or not; for right or wrong we ſhall be ſure of 
our Lecture; I-wilth for my part that my time were 
out. 

1 Cham, Nay, 'tis a hundred to one but we may 
run away before our time be half expir'd ; and ſhe's 
worſe this Morning than ever, —— Here ſhe comes, 


| Enter Lutewell. 

Lure, Ay, there's a couple of you indeed ! But 
how, how in the Name of Negligence cou'd you two 
contrive to make a Bed as mine was laſt Night; A 
Wrinkle on one fide, ond a Rumple on t'other; the 
Pillows awry, and the Quilt askew.——T did nothing 
but tumble about, and fence with the Sheets all Night 
long. — Oh l- my Bones ake this Morning as if | 
had lain all Night on a pair of Dutch Stairs G0 
bring Chocolate. —— And, d'ye hear? Be ſure to ſhy 
an Hour or two at leaſt. -Well! Theſe Engliſu Ani 
mals are ſo unpoliſh'd ! I wiſh the Perſecution wou'd 
rage a little harder, that we might have more of thelt 
French Reſugees among us. 


Enter the Maids mith Chocolate. 
Theſe Wenches are gone to Smyrna for this Chor 
colate, And what made you ſtay fo long? 
Cham. I thought we did not ſtay at all, Madam. 


Lurt. 


I. 


Lure. 


—— — —— — — —U—U to 
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Lure. Only an Hour and half by the ſloweſt Clock 


in Chriſkendom —And ſuch Salvers and Dithes too! 


The Lard be merciful to me! what have I commit- 


ed, to be plagu'd with ſuch Animals ?— Where are 


my new Japan Salvers?—Broke, o my Conſcience ! 
All to pieces, I'll lay my Life on't. 


Cham. No, indeed. Madam, but your Husband — 


Lure How ? Husband, Impudence ! Il reach you 


Manners. [Gives her a Box on the Ear.] Husband! Is 


that your Welſh Breeding? Ha'n't the Coll. a Name 
of his own? 


Cham. Well then, the Coll. He us'd 'em this 


Morning, and we ha'n t got 'em ſince. 


Lure. How, the Coll. uſe my Things! How dare 


the Coll. uſe any thing of mine? But his Cam- 
paign Education muſt be pardon'd-----And 1 Warrant 


they were fiſted about among his dirty Levee of Diſ- 
handed Officers? Faugh ! The very Thoughts of 


them Fellows with their eager Looks, iron Swords, 


ty'd-up Wigs, and tuck'd-in Cravats make me ſick 
is Death —— Come, let me ſee.—— [Goes to rake the 
Heav'ns protect me from 


Chocolate, and ſtarts back. | 
ſuch a Sight! Lord, Girl! When did you waſh your 
Hands laſt 2 And have you been pawing me all this 
Morning with them dirty Fiſts of yours? | Runs to the 
Glaſs ]——I muſt dreſs all over again—Go, take it 
away, I ſhall ſwoon elſe.— Here, Mrs. Monſter, 
all up my Taylor; and d'ye hear? You, Mrs. Hob- 
byhorſe, ſee if my Company be come to Cards yet. 


Enter the Taylor, * 
Oh, Mr. Remnant! I don't know what ails theſe 
Stays you have made me; but ſomething is the mat» 


ter, I don't like *em. 


Rem. | am very ſorry for that, Madam. But what 


Fault does your Ladyſhip find ? 

Lure. I don't know where the Fault lies; but in 
ſhort I don't like 'em; 1 can't tell how ; the things 
are well enough made, but I don't like em. 


Rem, 


——— U ee eee en 


— — 


| 
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Rem. Are they too wide, Madam ? dyſ̃ 
Lure. No. mit 
Rem. Too ſtraight, perhaps. L 
Lure. Not at all! they fit me very well; but — WW port 


Lard bleſs me; Can't you tel] where the Fault lies? thei 
Rem. Why truly, Madam, I can't tell? —— By 
moor Lady ſhip, I think, is a a little too lender for the 
Faſhion. 8 
Lure. How ! too gender for the Faſhion, ſay MI jo! 


__ vou? | 1 


Rem. Yes, Madam ! there's no ſuch thing as a MW ma 
good Shape worn among the Quality: _ Your fine MW WI 


Waſtes are clear out, Madam. W pai 
Lure. And why did not you plump up my Stays tur 
to the faſhionable Size? dir 


Rem. ] made 'em to fit you, Madam. t 
Lure. Fit me! fit my Monkey - What d'ye think 1 — 
] wear Cloaths to pleaſe my ſelf! Fit me! fit the Fa- 
fſhion, pray; no matter for me — I thought ſome- 
thing was the matter, I wanted Quality- Air. 
Pray, Mr. Remnant, let me have a Bulk of Ouality, a 
ſpreading Counter. I do remember now, the La. 
dies in the Apartments, the Birth-Night, were moſt 
of em two Vards about. Indeed, Sir, if you con- 
trive my things any more with your ſcanty Cham- 
bermaid's Air, you ſhall work no more for me. 
Rem. I ſhall take care to pleaſe your Ladyſhip for 
the future. [ Exit 
Enter a Servant. 
Ser. Madam, my Maſter deſires 
Lure. Hold, hold, Fellow; for Gad's fake hold; 
If thou touch my Cloaths with that Tobacco Breath 
of thine, I ſhall poyfon the whole Drawing-Room. 
Stand at the Door pray, and ſpeak. 
Ser. goes to the Door and ſpeaks, 
Ser. My Maſter, Madam, deſires x 
Lure. Oh hideous! Now the Raſcal bellows ſo 
loud, that he tears my Head to pieces. Here, 
Auk wardneſs, go take the Booby's Meſfage, and bring WW 
it to me, { Maid goes to the Door, whiſpers and 2 
Cam 


—_—  —— —— 
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Cham. My Maſter deſires to know how your La- 
dyſhip reſted laſt Night, and if you are pleas d to ad- 
mit of a Viſit this Morning? | Es 

Lure. Ay Why this is civil Tis an inſup- 
portable Toil tho? for Women of Quality to model 
their Husbands to good Breeding, 


Enter Standard. 


Stand. Good morrow, deareſt Angel. How have 


you reſted laſt Night? N 
Lure. Lard, Lard, Coll! What a Room have you 

made me here with your dirty Feet! Bieſs me, Sir! 

Will you never be rec:aim'd from your ſlovenly Cam- 


paign Airs? *Tis the mot unmannerly thing in Na- 


ture to make a ſliding Bow in a Lady's Chamber with 
dirty Shoes; it writes Rudeneſs upon the Boards. 

Stand. A very odd kind of Reception this, truly. 
I'm very ſorry, Madam, that the Offences of 
my Feet ſhould create an Averſion to my Company: 
But for the future IT ſhall honour your Ladythip's A- 
partment as the Sepulchre at Jeruſalem, and always 
come in- bare- foot, N 

Lure, Sepulchre at Feruſalem! Your Complement, 
Sir, is very far-fetch'd: But your Feet indeed have a 
very travelling Air. "i | | 

Stand. Come, come, my Dear, no ſerious Dif- 
putes upon Trifles, ſince you know I never contend 
with you in Matters of Conſequence. You are ſtill 
Miſtreſs of your Fortune, and Marriage has only 
made you more abſolute in your Pleaſure, by adding 
one faithful Servant to your Defires. 
clear your Brow of that uneaſie Chagrin, and let 
that pleaſing Air take place that firſt enſnar d my 
Heart. I have invited ſome Gentlemen to Dinner, 
whoſe Friendſhips deſerve a welcome Look. Let 


Come, 


their Entertainment ſhew how bleſs d you have made 


me by a plentiful Fortune, and t..e Love of ſo agree- 
able a Creature. 5 


Lure, Your Friends, 1 ſuppoſe, are all Men of 


Quality. 15 


Stand. 


— 
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stand. Madam, they are Officers, and Men of 
Honour. | I 

Lure. Officers, and Men of Honour! That is, they 
will daub the Stairs with their Feet, ſtain all the Rooms 
with their Wine, talk Bawdy to my Woman, rail at 
the Parliament, then at one another, fall to cutting 
of Throats, and break all my China. We 

Stand. Admitting that I kept ſuch Company; tis 
unkind in you, Madam, to talk ſo ſeverely of my 
Friends But my Brother, my Dear, is juſt come 
from his Voyage, and will be here to pay his Re. 
ſpects to you, : 

Lure. Sir, I ſhall not be at leiſure to entertain a 
Perſon of his Wapping Education, I can aſſure you, 


Enter Parly, and whiſpers her. 

Sir, I have ſome Buſineſs with my Woman; you may 
entertain your Sea-monſter by your ſelf; you may 
command a Diſh of Pork and Peaſe, with a Bow! of 
Punch, I ſuppoſe; and ſo Sir, much goo1 may do 
you.----Come, Parly. [ [Exeunt Lure. and Par. 

Stand. Hell and Furies! | = 

Enter Fireball. | 

Fire. With all my Heaſt.--—-- Where's your Wife, 
Brother ?-----Ho' now Man, what's the matter? 
Is Dinner ready ? 

Stand, No.-----I don't know--- -Hang it, I'm ſorry 
that 1 invited you: For you muſt know that 
my Wife is-very much out of Order ; taken dange- 
rous ill of a ſudden. — SO that 

Fire, 'Pſhaw ! Nothing, nothing but a Marriage 
Qualm; breeding Children or breeding Miſchiet ? 
Where is the, Man? Prithee let me ſee her; I long 
to ſee this fine Lady you have got. N 

Stand. Upon my word ſhe's very ill, and cant 
fee any Body, | | 

Fire So ill that ſhe can't ſee any Body! What, ſhe's 
not in Labourſure! 1 tell you, 1 will ſee her. 
Where is ſhe ? lte 

| | Stand. 
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Stand. No, no, Brother; ſhe's gone abroad to 
uke the Air. 
Fire. What the Devil! dangerous ſick, and gone 
out! So ſick, that ſhe'll ſee no body within, yet gone 
throad to ſee all the World !------Ay, you have made 
jour Fortunes with a Vengeance !-----Then, Brother, 
you (hall dine with me at Locker's; I hate theſe Fa- 
nily-Dinners, where a Man's oblig'd to, O Lard, 


1 dis Madam; no Apology, dear Sir———'Tis very good 
" my indeed, Madam. For your ſelf, dear Madam 
1 * Where between the rubb'd Floor under- foot, the Chi- 


can't make two ſtrides without hazard of his Life. 
Commend me to a Boy and a Bell; Coming, com- 


Room, where I may eat like a Horſe, drink like a 
Fiſh, aud ſwear like a Devil. Hang your Family 


— Dinners; come along with me. 
. £ As they are going out, enter Banter; who ſeeing them, 
7 ſeems to retire. 
ar. stand. Who's that? Come in, Sir. Your Buſineſs, 
Sir? | 
pay olts Lhe 
Bant, Perhaps, Sir, it may not be ſo proper to in- 
fe form you; for you appear to be as great a Stranger 
z 


here as my ſelf. 

Fire. Come, come away, Brother; he has ſome 
Buſineſs with your Wife. 
oy Ban. His Wife! Gadſo! A pretty Fellow, a ver 


that pretty Fellow, a likely Fellow, and a handſome Fel- 
= WM ow; I find nothing like a Monſter about him; I 
„ vou d fain ſee his Forehead tho' ——— Sir, your 
85 I tumble Servant. 
f Stand. Your's, Sir,—-----But why d'ye ſtare ſo in 
"Ss my Face? | | i 
1 Ban. I was told, Sir, that the Lady Lurewell's 
2 Husband had ſomething very remarkable over his 
3 Eyes, by which he might be known. 3 
A Fire. Mark that, Brother. IIa his Ear. 
ut. 


Stand. 


14 in one Corner, and the Glaſſes in another, a Man 


ing, Sir. Much Noiſe, no Attendance, and a dirty 
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Stand. Your Information, Sir, was right; I hay 


a croſs Cut over my left Eye that's very remarkable 4 
But pray, Sir, by what Marks are you to bM 3; 
known 5 | Ko 
Ban. Sir, I am dignyfy'd and diſtinguiſh'd by th pen 


Name and Title of Beau Banter; I'm younger BroW nac 
ther to Sir Harry Wildair; and I hope to inherit b fd 
Eſtate with his Humour, for his Wife, I'm told, iy f. 
dead, and has left no Child. 
Stand. Oh, Sir! I'm your very humble Servant; 6x | 
you're not unlike your Brother in the Face; but me haf 
thinks, Sir, you don't become his Humour altoge 5 
ther ſo well; for what's Nature in him looks le 5 
Alffectation in you. 3 you 
Ban. Oh, Lard, Sir ! tis rather Nature in me Mn 

what is acquird by him ; he's beholding to his Edu- Op 
cation for his Air: Now where d'ye think my Hu- tin 


mour was eſtabliſh'd? _ 1 
Stand. Where? ] 
Ban. At Oxford. | 8 
Stand. chi. 
Fire. £ At Oxford ! bo! 


Ban, Ay: There have I been ſucking my den 
Alma Mater theſe ſeven Years : Yet in defance to W 
Legs of Mutton, ſmall Beer, crabbed Books, and ne 
ſour. fac d Doctors, I can dance a Minuet, court abe 
Miſtreſs, play at Piquet, or make a Paroli, with any 
Wildair in Chriſtendom. In ſhort, Sir, in ſpight of tic 
the Univerſity, I'm a pretty Gentleman. Col- fir 
lonel, where's your Wife? 

Fire. ¶ Mimicking him.] In ſpight of the Univerſity, 
I'm a pretty Gentleman. Then, Collonel, where is 
your Wiſe? - Hark ye, young Plazo, Whether 
wou'd you have your Noſe flit, or your Ears cut? 

Ban. Firſt tell me, Sir, which would you chuſe, 
to be run through the Body, or ſhot through the 
Head? | 
Fire. Follow me, and I'll tell ye. 

Ban. Sir, my Servants ſhall attend ye, if you have 
no Equipage of your own, . N 
ire, 


— 
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Fire. Blood, Sir ! a | 

Stand. Hold, Brother, hold; he's a Boy. 

Ban. Look ye, Sir, I keep half a dozen Footmen 
that have no Buſineſs upon Earth but to anſwer im- 
pertinent Queſtions: Now, Sir, if your fighting Sto. 
mach can digeſt theſe ſix brawny Fellows for a Break- 
alt, their Maſter, perhaps, may do you the Favour 
to run you through the Body for a Dinner. | 

Fire. Sirrah, will you fight me? I receiv'd juſt now 
ix Month's Pay, and by this Light, I'll give you the 
half on't for one fair Blow at your Skull. | 

Ban. Down with your Money, Sir. 


Stand, No, no, Brother; if you are ſo free of 


your Pay, get into the next Room: there you l find 
{me Company at Cards, I ſuppoſe: you may find 
Opportunity for your Revenge; my Houle protects 
him now. | 

Fire. Well, Sir, the time will come. Exit. 

Ban. Well ſaid, Prazen- head. 85 

Stand. I hope, Sir, you'll excuſe the Freedom of 
this Gentleman; his Education has been among the 
boiſterous Elements, the Wind and Waves. 

Ban. Sir, I value neither him, nor his Wind and 
Waves neither; I'm privileg'd to be very imperti- 
nent, being an Oxonian, and oblig'd to fight no Man, 
being a Beau. 


Stand. Sir, I admire the Freedom of your Condi- 


tion.——But pray, Sir, have you ſeen your Brother 
ſince he came laſt over? 

Ban. I ba'n't ſeen my Brother theſe ſeven Vears, 
and ſcarcely heard from him but by report of others. 
about a Month ago he was pleas'd to honour me 
with a Letter from Paris, importing his Delign of 


being in London very ſoon, with a Defire of meeting 


me here. Upon this, 1 chang'd my Cap and Gown 
for a long Wig and Sword, ang came up to London to 
a'tznd him, went to his Houſe, but that was all in 
Sables for the Death of his Wife; there I was told 
that he defizn'd to change his Habitation, becauſe he 
wou'd avoid all Remembrances that might diſturb his 

K Quiet, 
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Quiet. You are the firſt Perſon that has told me o 
bis Arrival, and I expect that you may likewiſe in. 
form me where to wait on him. | 
Stand. And I ſuppoſe, Sir, this was the Bus'neſ 
that occaſion'd me the Honour of this Viſit. WF 
Ban. Partly this, and partly an Affair of greater 
Conſequence. You muſt know, Sir, that tho' I haye 
read ten thouſand Lies in the Univerſity, yet I haye 
learn'd to ſpeak the Truth my ſelf; and to deal plain- 
ly with you, the Honour of this Viſit, as you were 
pleas'd to term it, was deſign'd to the Lady Lure- 
well. | | Sn 
Stand, My Wife, Sir ! 58 
Ban. My Lady Larewell, I ſay, Sir. 
Stand. But I ſay, my Wife, Sir.——— What! dr 
Ban. Why, look ye, Sir; you may have the Ho- 
nour of being call'd the Lady Lui ewell's Husband ; or 
but you will never find in any Author, either anci- 
ent or modern, that ſhe's call'd Mr. Standard's Wife, MW he 
Tis true, you're a handſome young Fellow: ſhe 
lik'd you, the marry'd you; and tho' the Prieſt made 
you both one Fleſh, yet there's no ſmall Diſtinction 
in your Blood. You are ſtill a disbanded Colonel, 
and ſhe is ſtill a Woman of Quality, I take it. 
Stand. And you are the moſt impudent young 
Fellow I ever met with in all my Life, I take it. 
Ban. Sir, I'm a Maſter of Arts, and 1 plead the 
privilege of my ſtanding. _ 9 


5 


| Enter a Servant and whiſpers Banter. 
Ser. Sir, the Gentleman in the Coach below, ſay, | 


hell be gone unleſs you come preſently. T; 
Ban. I had forgot Coll. your humble Servant. WF bo 
by : ; T6 Exit. | 6 
Stand. Sir, you muſt excuſe me for not EN on me 

you down Stairs. An impudent young Dog. Lis 
| [Exit another u. c- 

Ca. 

ley« 
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me 0 | 5 . 

ſe in. SCENE changes to another Apartment in the ſame 
Houſe. 

15'neſs 


Enter Lurewell, Ladies, Monſ. Marquis and Fireball, 
reater i as loſing Gameſters, one after another, tearing their 
 havelMl Cards, and flinging em about the Room. 
bave Lure. Ruin d! Undone! Deſtroy'd ! 
plain- 1 Za. Oh Fortune! Fortune! Fortune! 
were 2 Za. What will my Husband fay ? 

Lure- Mon/. Oh Malheur ! malheur ! malheur ! | 
Fire. Blood and Fire, I have loſt fix Months Pay. 
Mon,. A hundred and ten Piſtoles, fink me. 


Fire. Sink you! ſink me, that have loſt two hun- 


tt dred and ten Piſtoles. Sink you indeed ! 

> Ho-W Lure. But why wou'd you hazard the Bank upon 
and; one Card ? | | 

anci- Mon ſ. Becauſe me had loſe by de Card tree times 
Wife. before. Look, dere Madam, de very next Card 
: ſheW had been out. Oh Morbleu / qui ſa ? 


made Lare. I rely'd altogether on your ſetting the Cards; 


action you us'd to Tai/es with Succels. 
lonel, i Monſ. Morbleu, Madam, me nevre loſe before; 


But dat Monſieur Sir Arry, dat Chevalier Wildazr is 


de Devil —— Vere is de Chevalier? | 

Lure. Counting our Money within yonder, — - 
Go, go, be gone; and bethink your felf of ſome 
Revenge... Here he comes. 


Enter Wildair, 


Tall dall de rall [Sings ] Look ye, Gentlemen, any 
body may dance to this Tune; — Tall dall de rall. 
I dance to the Tune of fif een hundred Pound, the 
molt elevated Piece of Mulick that ever lheard in my 
Life; they are the prettieſt Caſtagnets in the World. 


Candles for you. [Gives the Servants Money.) Mrs. Par- 

E le) — here's Hoods and Scarfs for you: [Gives ker 
ENA kozey.] And here fine Coaches, ſplendid Equipage, 
| | K 2 lovely 


Wild. Fifteen hundred and ſeventy Loris d'Ors! — 


[Chinks the Alone y.] Here, Waiters, there's Cards and 


that I pay to my good Fortune 


Down it goes i'faith. 
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lovely Women, and victorious Burgundy for me.— 
Oh ye charming Angels! the Loſers ſorrow, and the 
Gainers joy: Get ye into my Pocket... Now, Gen. 
tlemen and Ladies, I am your humble Servant. 
You'll exeuſe me, I hope; the ſmall Devotion here 


Ho'now! 
Mute! —— Why, Ladies, I know that Loſers have 


leave to ſpeak; but I don't find that they're privilegd 


to be dumb, Monſieur ! Ladies! Captain ! 
le Claps the Captain on the Shoulder, 
Fire, Death and Hell! Why d'ye ſtrike me, Sir? 
| Drawing 
Wild. To comfort you, Sir,—— Your Ear, Capt. 
The king of Spain is dead. 
Fire. The King of Spain dead ! 
Wiid. Dead as Julius Ceſar ; I had a Letter ont 


Juſt now. 


Fire. Tall dall de rall [fings.] Look ye, Sir, pray 


ſtrike me again if you pleaſe. ——See here, Sir, you 


have left me but one ſolitary Guinea in the World, 
[Puts it in his Mouth. 
Allons for the Thatch d 
Houſe and the Mediterranean. Tall dall de - 
| | Exit. 
11d, Ha, ha, ha. —— Bravely reſolv'd, Captain. 
1 ure. Bleſs me, Sir Harry / I was afraid of a Quar- 
rel. I'm ſe much concern'd ! | 
Wild. At the loſs of your Money, Madam. But why, 
why ſhould the Fair be afflicted? Your Eyes, your 
Eyes, Ladies, much brighter than the Sun, have equal 
Power with him, and can transform to Gold what- 
e' er they pleaſe. The Lawyer's Tongue, the 5Sol- 
dier's Sword, the Courtier's Flattery, and the Mer- 


chant's Trade, are Slaves that dig the Golden Mines 


for you. Your Eyes unty the Miſer's knotted Pure. 
[To one Lady.] Melt into Coin the Magiſtrate's maſly 


Chain. —— Youth mints for you Hereditary Lands. 


[To another.) —— And Gameſters only win when they 


can loſe to you. [To Lurewell.] —— This Luck i 


the moſt Rhetorical thing in Nature, 
Tur. 
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Lure. I have a great mind to forſwear Cards as 


long as I live. 
I. La. And l. 
2. La. And l. Cr1 
Mild. What, forſwear Cards! Why, Madam you'll 
min our Trade.— — I'l maintain, that the Money 
at Court circulates more by the Baſſet-Bank, than the 
Wealth of the Merchants by che Bank of the City. 
Cards! the great Miniſters of Fortune's Power, that 
biindly ſhuffle out her thoughtleſs Favours, and make 
a Knave more powerful than a King. —— What Ada- 
nion do theſe Pow'rs receive [ Liſting up a Card. 
tom the the bright Hands and Fingers of the Fair, al- 
ways lift up to pay Devotion here! And the pleaſing 
Fears, the anxious Hopes, and dubious Joy that en- 
tettain our Mind! The Capot at Piquet, the Paroli 
at Baſſet ; And then Ombre! Who can reſiſt 
the Charms of Mattadors ? 


Exit. 


Lure. Ay, Sir Harry; and then the Seht le Va, 


Quinze le Va, & Trante le Va 
Wild. Right, right, Madam. 


Lure. Then the Nine of Diamonds at Comet, three 


Fives at Cribbidge, and Pam in Lanteraloo, Sir Harry! 
Wild. Ay, Madam, theſe are Charms indeed. —— 


Then the pleaſure of picking our Husband's Pocket 


over-night, to play at Baſſet next Day! Then the 
Advantage a fine Gentleman may make of a Lady's 
Neceſſity, by gaining a Favour for fifty Piſtoles, 
which a hundred Years Courtſhip cou'd never have 
produc'd, e 
Lure. Nay, nay, Sir Harry, that's foul play. 
Wild. Nay, nay, Madam, 'tis nothing but the 


Game; and J have play'd it ſo in France a hundred 


times. | | 
Lure. Come, come, Sir, 


— in three Words, that rather than forego my Cards, 
11 forſwear my Viſits, Faſhions, my Monkey, Friends 
and Relations. | | 
W1d. There ſpoke the Spirit of true-born Engliſh 
Women of Quality, with a true French Education. 
1 Lure, 


Crying, and Exit. 


no more on't. I Il tell 
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Lure, Look ye, Sir Harry, I am well born, and 
Twas weil bred ; I brought my Husband a large For- 
tune; he ſhall mortgage, or I will elope. _ 

Mid. No, no, Madam! there's no occaſion for 
that; See here, Madam! 8 | 
4 Lure. What, the ſinging Birds; Sir Harry, let me 
ei: FD | 

Wild. Pugh, Madam, theſe are but a few. 

But I cou'd wiſh, de rout mon ceur, for quelque Com- 
modite, where I might be handſomely plunder'd of 
*em. „ 8 e 
Tue. Ah ! Chevalier ! tous jour obligeant, enga- 
geant, & tout ſa ä „„ 

Mild. Allens, Allons, Ma dam, tout 4 votre ſervice, 


[ Pulls her, 


Lure. No, no, Sir Harry, not at this time o'day; 
you ſhall hear from me in the Evening. 
_ Wild. Then, Madam, T'll leave you ſomething to 
entertain you the while, Tis a Frence Pocket- book, 
with ſome Remarks of my own upon the new way 
of making Love. Pleaſe to peruſe it, and give me 
your Opinion in the Evening. [ Exit, 

Lure. [Opening the Rook.| A French Pocket-book, 
with Remarks upon the new way of making Love 
Then Sir Harry is turning Author, I find —What's 
Hi, hi, hi. A Bank Bill for a hundred 
Pound. —The new way of making Love! —— 
Pardie cht fort Gallant — —- One of the prettieſt Re- 
marks that ever | ſaw in my Life! Well now, that 
Wildair's a charming Fellow; —Hi, hi, hi, ---— He 
has ſuch an Air, and ſuch a Turn in what he does! 
I warrant now there's 'a hundred home-bred Block- 
heads wou'd come, — Madam, III give you a hun- 
dred Guineas if you'll let me. Faugh! hang their 
nauſeous immodeſt Proceedings.- Here's a hun- 


| fdred Pound now, and he never names the thing! 


1 love an impudent Action with an Air of Modeſty 
with all my Heart. Ilkxxi. 


The End of the Secoud ACT. 


CT. 
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. 
SCENE continwes, 


Lurewel and Monſieur Marquis. | 
Lure. Wi L, Monſieur, and have you thought 
how to retaliate your ill Fortune? 

Monſ. Madam, I have tought dat Fortune be one 
blind Bitch. Why ſhou'd Fortune be kinder to de 
Anglis Chevalier dan to de France Marquis? Ave [ 
not be bon Grace? Ave not 1 de Pcrſonage! Ave 


1 not de Underſtanding ? Can de Anglis Chevalier 


dance bettre dan I ? Can de Anglis Chevalier fence 
bettre dan 12 Can de Anglis Chevalier play Baſſet 
bettre than I? Den why ſhould Fortune be kinder to 
de Anglis Chevalier dan de France Marquis ? 

Lure. Why? Becauſe Fortune is blind. 

Monſ. Blind! Yes begar, and dum and deaf too, — 


Vellden, Fortune give de Anglis Man de Riches, but 


Nature give de France Man de Politique to correct 
de unequal Diſtriburion” 

Lure. But how can you correct it, Monſieur ? 

Monſ. Ecoute, Madam. Sir Arry Wildair his Vife 
be dead. 5 | 

Lure. And what Advantage can you make of that ? 

Monſ. Begar, Madam.—e— Hi, hi, hi. De 
Anglis- man's dead Vife fall Cuckold her Usband ! 

Lure. How, how, Sir, a dead Woman Cuckold 
her Husband ! [qe Fd | 

Monſ. Mark! Madam: We France-men make de 
diſtinction between de deſign and de term of de 
Treaty. She canno touch his Head, but ſhe 
can Cuckold his Pocket of ten touſan Livres. 

Lure. Pray explain your ſelf, Sir. 

Monſ. I ave Sir Arry Wildair his Vife in my 
Pocket. 

Lure. How ! Sir Harry's Wife in your Pocket! 

Monſ. Hold, Madam, dere is an autre diſtinction 


K 4 Lure, 


between de Deſign and de Term of de Treaty. 


! 
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Lure. Pray, Sir, no more of your Diſtinctions, but 
ſpeak plain. | 

Monſ, Wen de France-man's Politique is in his 
Head, dere is noting but diftinftion upon bis 
Tongue. — — See here, Madam! I ave de Picture 
ef Sir Arry's Wife in my Pocket. 

Lure. 1s't poſſible? 
» Aonſ, Voyer., ns | 

Lure, The very ſame, and finely drawn, Pray, 
Xonfieur, how did you purchaſe it? | 

Monſ. As me did purchaſe de Picture, fo me did 
gain de Subſtance, de dear, dear Subſtance, by de 
bon mien, de France Air, chatant, charmant, de 

Politique a la Tate, and dangant a la Pie. 
Cure, Lard bleſs me! How cnnningly ſome Wo— 
men can play the Rogue! Ah! have I found it out! 
Now, as I hope for Mercy, I am glad on't. I hate 
to have any Woman more virtuous than my ſelf, — 
Here was ſuch a work with my Lady Wildarr's Piety! 
my Lady Wildair's Conduct! and my Lady Wildair's 
Fidelity, forſooth! Now, dear Monſieur, you have 
infallibly told me the beſt News that I ever heard in 
my Life. Well, and ſhe was but one of us! heh ! 

Monſ. Oh, Madam! me no tell Tale, me no 
ſcandalize de Dead; de Picture be dumb, de Picture 
ſay noting. 
Lure. Come, come, Sir, no more Diſtinctions; 
I'm ſure it was ſo. I wou'd have given the World 
for ſuch a Story of her while ſhe was living. She 
Was Charitable, forſooth! and ſhe was devout, for- 
ſooth ! and every body was twitted i'th' Teeth with 
my Lady Wildair's Reputation : And why don't you 
mark her Behaviour, and her Diſcretion ?- She goes 
to Church twice a day. Ah! I hate theſe Con- 
gregation- Women. There's ſuch a fuſs, and ſuch a 
clutter about their Devotion, that it makes more 
noiſe than all the Bells in the Pariſh Well, but 
what Advantage can you make now of the Picture? 


Monſ. De Advantage of ten touſan Livres, pat- 


de.. Attendez vous, Madam, Dis Lady — 
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but die at Monrpelier in France; I ave de Broder in dat 
City dat write me one Account dat ſhe dye in dat 
City, and dat the ſend me dis Picture as a Legacy, 
bis W wid a touſan baſe mains to de dear Marquis, de 
ture charmant Marquis, mon cœur le Marquis. = 

Lure. Ay, here was Devotion ! here was Diſcre- 

tion! here was Fidelity! Mon cœur le Marquis! fla, 
Iba, ha, — Well, but how will this procure che 
ray, Money? 3 | 

Monſ. Now, Madam, for de France Politique. 


did Lure. Ay, what is the French Politick. 

y de Monſ. Never to tell a Secret to-a Voman. 

de Madam, je ſui votre ſerviteur. [Runs off 
Lure. Hold, hold, Sir, we ſha'n't part ſo; I wilt 


have it. [ Follows. 


Enter Standard and Fireball. EY, 
Fire. Hah ! Look! Look! Look you there, Bro- 
ther! See how they Coquet it! Oh! There's a LOOK! 1 
there's a Simper ! there's a Squeeze for you! Ay, 1 
now the Marquis is at it. Mon cœur, may foy, pardie, q 
allons: Don't you ſee how the French Rogue has If 
the Head, and the Feet, and the Hands, and the 104 
Tongue, all going together? | I 
Stand, [Walking in Diſorder.] Where's my Reaſon 2. 
Where's my Philoſophy ? Where's my Religion now? 
Fire. 'I tell you where they ara, in your Fore- 
head, Sir, ——_—__ood ! I ſay, Revenge. | 
Stand. But how, dear Brother? | il 
Fire. Why ſtab him, ſtab him now. Italian him, Wm! 
ꝙpaniard him, I ſay. | 
stand. Stab him! Why Cuckoldom's a Hydra that: 10 
bears a thouſand Heads; and tho' I ſhould cut this 6 
one off, the Monſter ſtill wou'd ſprout. Muſt I mur- | 
der all the Fops inthe Nation? and to fave my Head 
from Horns, expoſe my Neck to the Halter? ©" 
Fire, Sdeath, Sir, can't you kick and Cuff? oe C il 
Kirk One. 0 
| 
; 


Stand. Cane another. 


K 7 Viren 
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Fire. Cut off the Ears of a third. 

Stand. Slit the Noſe of a fourth. 

Fire, Tear Crevats. | | 

Stand. Burn Pernkes. 

Fire. Shoot their Coach-horſes. 

Stand. A noble Plot. But now it's laid, how ſhall 
we put it in Execution? for not one of theſe Fellows 
ſtirs about without his Guard du Corps. Then they're 
Rout as Heroes; for I can aſſure you, that a Beau 
with ſix Footmen ſhall fight you any Gentleman in 
Chriſtendom. | | 

Enter Servant. 

ser. Sir, here's Mr. Clincher below, who begs the 
Honour to kiſs your Hand. 

Stand, Ay, why here's another Beau. 

Fire. Let him come, let him come; I'll ſhew you 
how to manage a Beau preſently.  _ 
Stand. Hold, hold, Sir; this is a fimple inoffenſive 
Fellow, that will rather make us Diverſion. 

Fire. Diverſion ! Ay. Why, III knock him down 
for Diverſion. 

Stand. No, no; prithee be quiet; I gave him a 
ſuffeit of Intriguing fome Months ago before I was 
matry'd —— Here, bid him come up. He's worth 
your Acquatntance, Brother. 

Fire. My Acquaintance ! What is he? 

Stand. A Fellow of a ſtrange Weathercock Head, 
very hard, but as light as the Wind; conſtantly full 
of the Times, and never fails to pick up ſome Hu- 
mour or other out of the publick Revolutions, that 
proves diverting enough. Some time ago he had 
got the Travelling Maggot in his Head, and was go- 
ing to the Jubilee upon all Occaſions; but lately, 
fince the new Revolution in Europe, another <pirit 
has poſſeſs'd him, and he runs ſtark mad after News 
and Politicks. 3 

| Fnter Clincher. | | 

Clin. News, News, Coll. great—Eh ! what's this 
Fellow ? Methinks he has a kind of ſuſpicious Air, 
—— Your Ear, Coll. The Pope's dead 1 
| 5 Sana. 


me Baliick. 
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Stand. Where did you hear it? | rs 

Clin. I read it in the publick News. [Whiſpering 

Stand. Ha, ha, ha, —— And why d'ye whiſper it 
for a Secret ? 5 . 

Clin. Odſo! Faith that's true — But that Fellow 
there; what is he? 

Stand My Brother Fireball, juſt come home from 


Clin. Odſo! Noble Captain, I'm your moſt hum- 
ble and obedient Servant, from the Poop to the Fore- 
caſtle, Nay, a Kiſs o'rother fide, pray. Now, 
dear Captain, tell us the News. --- Odſo! I'm ſo 
pleas'd L have met you! Well, the News, dear Cap- 
tain----You ſail'd a brave Squadron of Men of War 
to the Baltich, — Well, and what then? eh! 

Fire, Why then we came back again. 

Clin, Did you, faith ? — Fooliſh ! fooliſh ! 
very fooliſh ! a right Sea Captain But what 
did you do? How did you fight? What Storms did 
you meet? And what Whales did you ſee 2 

Fire. We had a violent Storm off the Coaſt of 

utland. 35 

Clin. Jutland! Ay, that's part of portugal, 
Well, and fo ;------- you enter'd the Sond ; 
and you mauPd Copenhagen, faith. — And then 
that pretty, dear, ſweet, pretty King of Sweden! 
What fort of Man is he, pray? | 

Fire, Why, tall and flender. 

Clin. Tall and flender! Much about my pitch?“ 


Heh! | 


Fire. Not fo groſs, not altogether ſo low. 

Clin. No! I'm ſorry for't; very ſorry, indeed 
Here Parley enters and ſtands at the Door; Clincher- 
beckons her with his Hands behind, going bacewards,, 
and ſfeaking to her and the Gentlemen by turns.] Well, 


and what more? And fo. you bombarded Copenhagen, 


Mrs. Parley )----- Whiz, flap went the Bombs. 
(Mrs. Parley )--- And ſo------- Well, not altogether fo» 
groſs, you fay----- (Here's a Leiter, you Jade: )---- 
Very tall, you.fay 2? Is the King very tall ;------Here's; 
| . KG A by a. Gül 
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a Guinea, you jade.) —-— [She takes the Letter, aug 
the Coll, obferves him.] Hem! hem Coll. I'm migh. 
tily troubled with the Ptyſick of late.----Hem / hem 
A ſtrange Stoppage of my Breaſt here. Hem / But 
now it is off again. - Well, but Captain, you 


tell us no News at all. : 
Fire. I tell you one piece that all the World knows, 
and ſtill you are a ſtranger to it. 
Clin. Bleſs me What can this be? 
Fire. That you are a Fool, 
C in. Eh! Witty, witty Sea Captain. Odſo / And 
J wonder, Captain, that your Underſtanding did not 
ſplit your Ship to pieces, T 
Fire. Why ſo, Sir? 


Clin. Becauſe, Sir, it is ſo very ſhallow, very ſhal- 


iow, There's Wit for you, Sir 


Enter Parley, who gives the Coll, a Letter. 
Odſo ! A Letter ! Then there's News. -- What, 
is it the Foreign Poſt? What News, dear Coll. what 
News? Hark ye, Mis. Parley. | 
He talks with Parley while the Coll. reads the Letter. 
Stand. The Son of a Whore! Is it he? 
{ Looks at Clincher, 
i Reads.) Dear Madam, x 


Was afraid to break open the Seal of your Letter, 
| left I ſhou'd violate the work of your fair Hands,— — 
[Oh! Fulſome Fop.] 1 therefore with the warmth of 


my Kiſſes thaw'd it aſunder. [Ay, here's ſuch a turn 
of Style, as takes a fine Lady l] 1have no News, but 
that the Pope's dead, and I have {ome Pacquets upon 
that Afﬀair to ſend my Correſpondent in Wales; buy 
1 ſhall wave all Buſineſs, and haſten to wait on you at 
the Hour appointed, with the Wings of a Hying- Poſt. 


Yours, 
Toby Clincher, 


Hark e, Brother, 


Very well, Mr. Toby, 
this Fellow's a Rogue, 


Fire. 


os «as Prog XY Htmik}, os 
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Fire, A damn'd Rogue. | 


Stand. See here! a Letter to my Wife! 


Fire. $'death ! let me tear him to pieces. 

Stand. No, no, we'll manage him to more Advan- 
tage. Take him with you to Locker's, and invent 
ſome way or other to fuddle him. — Here, Mr. 


Clincher, I have prevaild on my Brother here to 


give you a particular Account of the whole Voyage 
to the Sound by his own Journal, if you pleaſe to 
honour him with your Company at Lockers. 
Clin. His own Journal ! Odſo, let me ſee it. 
Stand. Shew it him. 39 
Fire. Here, Sir. Ea 3 
Clin. Now for News Reads. Thurſday, Au- 
guſt the 17th, from the 6th at Noon to this Day Noon 
Winds variable, Courſes per Traverſe, true Courſe pro- 


"= 


tracted, with all Impediments allow'd, is North a 


Degrees, Weſt 60 Miles, Difference of Latitude 42 Miles, 
Departure Weſt 40 Miles, Latitude per Judgment 54 
Degrees 13 Minutes, Meridian diſtance current from 
the. bearing of the Land, and the Latitude is 88 Miles. 
— Odſo ! Great News Faith. — Let me fee. Az 
Noon broke our Main-top-Sail-yard, being rotten in the 
Slings; two Whales Southward.—Odſo! A Whale! 
Great News, Faith. Come, come along, Captain. But, 
d'ye hear? with this Proviſo, Gentlemen, That I won't 
drink; for, hark'e, Captain, between you and J, there's 
a fine Lady in the Wind, and I ſhall have the Longi- 
tude and Latitude of a fine Lady, and the- — 
Fire. A fine Lady ! Ah the Rogue! [ Aſide, 
Clin. Yes, a fine Lady, Collonel, a very fine La- 
dy, Come, no Ceremony, good Captain. 
Exeunt Fireball and Clincher. 
Stand. Well, Mrs. Parley, how go the reſt of our 


Aſſairs? 3 | 


Par. Why, worſe and worſe, Sir; here's more 
Miſchief till, more Branches a ſprouting. 

Stand. Of whoſe planting, pray ? i 5 

Par. Why, that impudent young Rogue, Sir Harry 
Wilgair's Brother, has commenc'd his Suit, 2 mas 
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Council already. Look here, Sir, two Pieces, 
for which, by Article, I am to receive four. 


Stand. Tis a hard Caſe now, that a Man muſt give 


four Guineas for the good News of his Diſhonour, 
Some Men throw away their Money in debauching 
other Men's Wives, and I lay out mine to keep my 
own honeſt: But this is making a Man's Fortune !---. 
Well, Child, there's your Pay; and 1 expect, when I 
come back, a true Account how the Bufineſs goes on. 
Par. But ſuppoſe the Bus'neſs be done before you 
come back ? 
Stand. No, no; ſhe ha'n't ſeen him yet; and her 
Pride will preſerve her againſt the firſt Aſſaults. Be- 
fides, I ſha'n't ſtay. [Exennt Coll. and Par. 


SCENE changes to another Room in the ſame Houſe, 


| Enter Wildair and Lurewell. 

Lure. Well now, Sir Harry, this Book you gave 
me! As J hope to breathe I think tis the beſt penn'd 
Piece I have ſeen a great while, I don't know any 
1 ane Authors have writ in ſo florid and genteel a 

e. 

Wild, Upon the Subject, Madam, I dare affirm 
there is nothing extant more moving =------Look ye, 
Madam, I am an Author rich in Expreſſions; the 
needy Poets of the Age may fill their Works with 
| Rapſodies of Flames and Darts, and barren Sighs and 
Tears, their ſpeaking Looks and amorous Vows, that 
might in Chaxcer's time, perhaps, have paſs d for 
Love; but now, tis only ſuch as I can touch that 
noble Paſſion, and by the true, perſuaſive Eloquence, 
turn'd in the moving Style of Louis 4Ors, can raiſe 
the raviſh'd Female to a Rapture. In ſhort, 
Madam, I'll match Cowly in Softneſs, o'ertop Mil- 
ron in Sublime, banter Cicero in Eloquence, and Dr. 
Swan in Quibbling, by the help of that moſt ingeni- 
ous Society, call d the Bank of England. 

Lure. Ay, Sir Harry, | begin to hate that old thing 
eall d Love; they fay tis clear out in France. 


Wild 
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Wild. Clear out, clear out, no-body wears it: And 
here too, Honeſty went out with the flath'd Doublets, 
and Love with the cloſe-body'd Gowns. - Love! Tis 
ſo obſolete, ſo mean, and out of Faſhion, that I can 
compare it to nothing but the miſerable Picture _ 
Patient Grixxel at the Head of an old Ballad 
Faugh ! 

Lure. Ha, ha, ha--The beſt Eublem in the World. 
—.-Come, Sir Harry, faith we'll run it down 
Love! Ay, methinks J ſee the mournful Mel. 


pomene with her Handkerchief at her Eye, her Heart 


full of Fire, her Eyes full of Water, her Head full 
of Madneſs, and her Mouth full of Nonſenſe. 
Oh! Hang it. 

Wild. Ay, Madam. Then the doleful Dinties, ** 
teous Plaints, the Daggers, the Poyſons ! 

Lure. Oh the Vapours! 


Wild. Then a Man muſt kneel, and a Man mult 


ſwear- There is a Repoſe, I ſee, in the next Room. 


[Aj des 
Lure. Unnatural Stuff. 


Wild. Oh, Madam, the moſt unnatural thing i in the 
World; as fulſome as a Sack Poſſet, (Pulling her to- 
wards the Door.] ungenteel as a Wedding-Ring, and 
as impudent as the naked Statue was in the Park, 
( Pulls her again. 
Lure. Ay, Sir Harry; I hate Love that's impu- 
dent. Theſe Poets dreſs it up ſo in their Tragedies, 
that no modeſt Woman can bear it. Your way is 
much the more tolerable, I muſt confeſs. 
Wild. Ay, ay, Madam; I hate your rude Whining 
and Sighing; it putsa Lady out of Countenance. 
[r Pulling her, 
Lure. Truly fo it does-----»Hang their Impudence. 
But where are we going? 


Wild. Only to Tailat Love, Madam. ¶ Pulls her in. 


Enter Banter. x 
Jan. ». Hey! ! Who's here? {Lurewell comes back. 


Lure,. 


— — 
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Lure. 'Pſhaw, prevented by a Stranger too! Had 
it been my Husband now 'Plhaw ! Very 
familiar, Sir. [Banter rates up Wildair's Hat, that 
5 SR was dropt in the Room, 

Ban. Madam, you have dropt your Hat. 


Lure. Diſcover d too by a Stranger What 


r | 
Wild. ¶ From within. Madam, you have got 
the moſt confounded Pens here! Can't you get the 


Collonel to write the Superſcriptions of your Letters: 


for you? 


Lure. Bleſs me, Sir Harry ! Don't you know that. 
the Collonel can't write French? Your time is fo. 


precious ! 3 
Wild. Shall I direct by way of Roan or Paris? 
Lure. Which you will. ZING 
Ban, Madam, I very much applaud your Choice 


of a Secretary; he underſtands the Intrigues of moſt. 


Courts in Europe they ſay. 


| Enter Wildair with a Letter. 
Wild. Here, Madam, I preſume, tis right. 

This Gentleman a Relation of yours, Madam? 

Dem him. {[ Aſide. 
Ban. Brother, your humble Servant. 6” 
Wild. Brother! By what Relation, Sir? 


Ban. Begotten by the ſame Father, born of the 


ſame Mother, Brother Kindred, and Brother Beau. 
Wild. Hey day! How the Fellow ſtrings his Ge- 

nealogy ! ——— Look ye, Sir, you may be Brother 

to. Tom Thumb for ought I know; but if you are my 


Brother, — I cou d have wifh'd you in your Mother's 


Womb for an Hour or two longer. [ Aſide, 


Ban. Sir, I receiv'd your Letter at Oxford, wih 


your Commands to meet you in London; and if you 
can remember your own Hand, there tis. 

| [Gives a Letter. 
Wild. | Looking over the Leiter.] Oh ! Pray, Sir, let 


me conſider you a little. By Jupiter a pretty Boy, 


à very pretty Boy; a handſome Face, good = 
| | | Halls 


Had 
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Halls about and views him.] well dreſs'd —The 
Rogue has got a Leg too. Come kiſs me, 
Child. - Ay, he kiſſes like one of the Family, 
the right Velvet Lip. Can ſt thou dance, Child? 

Ban. Ouy, Monſieur. l 

Lure Hey: day! French too! Why ſure, Sir, you 
cou'd never be bred at Oxferd! 5 8 

Ban. No, Madam, my Cloaths were made in Len- 
don —-- Brother, I have ſome Affaiis of Conſequence 
to communicate, which require a little Privacy. 
Lure. Oh, Sir! I beg your Pardon, I'll leave you. 
Sit Harry, you'll ſtay Supper ? Exit. 
Mild. Aſſurement, Madam. | | 

Ban, Yes, Madam, we'll both ſlay. | 

Wild. Both! — Sir, VI ſend you back to your 
Mutton-Commons again. How now ? 

Ban. No, no; I ſhall find better Mutton-Com- 
mons by meſſing with you, Brother come, Sir 
Harry: If you ſtay, I ſtay; if you go, allons. 

Wild. Why, the Devil's in this young Fellow. 
Why Sirrah, haſt thou any Thoughts of being my 
Heir? Why, you Dog, you ought to pimp for me; 
you ſhou'd keep a pack of Wenches o' purpoſe to hunt 
down Matrimony. Don't you know, Sir, that law- 


ful Wedlock in me is certain Poverty to you? Look 


ye, Sirrah, come along; and for my Diſappointment 
juſt now, if you don't get me a new Miſtreſs to Night, 
I'll marry to morrow, and won't leave you a Groat. 
0, Pimp, like a dutiful Brother. . 

| ¶Puſhes him out, and Exit, 


The End of the Third ACT. 
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Ar N. 
SCENE, A Tavern, 


Enter Fireball, hauling in Clincher. 


Fire. N Ome, Sir; not drink the King's Health! 
Clin. Pray now, good Captain, excuſe 

me. Look here, Sir; the Pulling out his Watch. 

critical Minute, the critical Minute, Faith. _ 

Fire, What d'ye mean, *ir ? | 

Clin. The Lady's critical Minute, Sir. —Sir, your 
humble Servant. | | [ Going, 
Fire. Well! The Death of this Spanih King will — 

Clin, [Returning ] Eh! What's that of the Spanih 
King ? Tell me, dear Captain, tell me. 

Fire. Sir, if you pleaſe to fit down, I'll tell you 
that old Don Carlos is dead. . 
Clin. Dead! —Nay, then [Sits down, ]— Here, 
Pen and Ink, Boy; Pen and Ink preſently ; I mult 
write to my Correſpondent in Wales ſtratt—— Dead! 

[ Riſes, and walks about in Diſorder. 
Prre. What's the matter, Sir? SER 
Clin. Politicks, Politicks, ſtark mad with Politicks. 
Fire. Sdeath, Sir, what have ſuch Fools as you to 
do with Politicks ? LOS 
Clin. What, Sir? The Succeſſion. —— Not mind 
the Succeſſion ! | | 

Fire. Nay, that's minded already; 'tis ſettled upon 
a Prince of France. 

Clin. What, ſettled already! The beft News 
that ever came into England Come, Captain, 


faith and troth, Captain, here's a Health to the Suce 


ceſſion. | | | | 

Fire. Burn the Succeſſion, Sir, I won't drink it 
What, drink Confufion to our Trade, Religion 

and Liberties! . FO 
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Clin. Ay, by all means.- As for Trade, d'ye 
ſee? I'm a Gentleman, and hate it mortally. Theſe 
Tradeſmen are the moſt impudent Fellows we have, 
and ſpoil all our good Manners. What have w; to do 
with Trade? 55 | 


Fire. A trim Politiclan, truly! And what 
do you think of our Religion, pray ? 5 
Clin. Hi, hi, hi.----- Religion !------ And what has a 

Gentlemen to do with Religion, pray ?-----And to hear 


a Sea Captain talk of Religion! That's pleaſant, faith. 


Fire, And have you no Rogue to our Liberties, 


Sir 2 | 
Clin. Pſbaw! Liberties ! That's a feſt. We Beaux 
ſhall have Liberty to whore and drink in any . 
ment, and that's all we Care for.. 


Enter 8 tandard. 


Dear Collonel, the rareſt News! | 
Stand. Damn your News, Sir; why are you not 


| drunk by this? 


Clin. Avery civil Queſtion, truly! 

stand Here, Boy, Bring in the Brandy Fill. 

Clin. This is a piece of Politicks that I don't ſo 
well comprehend. 

Stand. Here, Sir; now drink it off, or [Draws 


expect your Throat cut. 


Clin. Ay, ay, this comes o'the Sncceflion 3. Fire 
and Sword already. | 
Stand. Come, Sir, of with J 


Clin, Pray, Collonel, what have Idone to be burnt : | 


alive? 


Stand. Drink, Sir, I fa .-—Brother, manage him, 
I muſt be gone. [| Aſide to Fireball, and Exit. 


Fire. Ay, drink, Sir. 
Clin. Eh! What the Devil, attack d both by Sea 
and Land !-----Look ye, Gentlemen, if I muſt be 
yſon'd, pray let me chuſe my own Doſe----Were 
a Lord now, I ſhou'd have the Privilege of the 
Block, and as I'm a Gentleman, pray ſtifle we, 3 — 
ret 


—— — errnne,... — — — — 


. 
— ——— — 
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Claret at leaſt! don't let me die like a Bawd, with 
Brandy. F | 

Fire. Brandy! you Dog, abuſe Brandy! Flat Trea- 
ſon againſt the Navy-Royal.---- Sirrah, I'll teach you 
to abuſe the Fleet ———= Here, Shark. 


Enter Shark. _ _- 4 
Get three or four of the Ship's Crew, and prefs 
this Fellow aboard the Belxebub. 
Sha. Ay, Maſter. Exit. 

Clin. What! aboard the Belxebub - Nay, nay, 
dear Captain, I'll chuſe to go to the Devil this way. 
Here, Sir, your good Health; and my own 
Confuſion, I'm afraid. [Drinks it off.] Oh! Fire? 
Fire! Flames Brimitone/ and Tobacco! 

beats his Stomach, 

Fire, Here, quench it, quench it then 
Take the Glaſs, Sir. | 
Clin. What, another Broadſide/! nay then, I'm 
ſunk downright. -- Dear captain,give me Quarter, 
conſider the preſent juncture of Affairs; you'll ſpoil 
my Head, ruin my Politicks ; faith you will, 

Fire. Here, Shark. | | 

Clin. Well, well, I will drink—— The Devil take 
Shatk for me. [Drinks] Whiz, Buz. Don't you hear 
it? Put your Ear to my Breaſt, and hear how it whiz- 
zes like a hot Iron.—=Fh / Bleſs me, how the Ship 
rouls / ——--I can't ſtand upon my Legs, Faith. 
Dear Captain, give me a Kiſfs.----Ay, burn the Suc- 
ceſſion. Look ye, Captain, I ſhall be Sea ſick 
preſently. | Falls into Fireball's Arms. 


Enter Shark, and another with a Chair. 
Fire. Here, in with him. 
Sha. Ay, ay, Sit, — Avaſt, avaſt-——-Here, 
Boy 5---No, Nants left. Tops the Glaſs. 
Fire. Bring him along. | 
Clin. Politicks, Politicks, Brandy, Politicks. 


SCENE 


SCENE changes to Lurewell s Apartment. 


afraid of that little Creature that can do you no harm ! if 


— > —äf = — 
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Enter Lurewell and Parley. | 
Lure. Did you ever ſee ſuch an impudent young 
Rogue as that Banter? He follow'd his Brother up 
and down from place to place ſo very cloſe, that we 
cou'd not ſo muchas whiſper. | f 
Par, I reckon Sir Harry will —_— of him now, 
Madam, where he may be ſecur'd, —— But I won- 
der, Madam, why Clincher comes not according to 
his Letter! tis near the Hour. 
Lure. | wiſh, Parley, that no harm may befal me 
to Day; for I had a moſt frightful Dream laſt Night; 
I dreamt of a Mouſe. 


Par. Tis ſtrange, Madam, you ſhou'd be ſo much 


Lure. Look ye, Girl, we Women of Quality have 
each of us ſome darling Fright. I now hate a | 
Mouſe; my Lady Lovecards abhots a Cat; Mrs. Fid- | 
dlefan can't bear a Squirril; the Counteſs of Piquet 


abominates a Frog, and my Lady Swimair hates a 
Man. 


Enter Marquis running. 

Mar. Madam! Madam! Madam! Pardie voyez. 
L' Argent! L'Argent! [Shews a Bag of Money. 

Lure. As J hope to breathe, he has got it— 
Well, but how? How, dear Monſieur? 

Mar. Ah, Madam! Pegar, Monſieur Sir Arry be 
one Pigeaneau Voyez, Madam ! medid tell him 
dat my Broder in Montpelier did furniſe his Lady wid 
ten touſan Livres for de expence of her Travaille ; 
and dat ſhe not being able to write when ſhe was dy- 
ing, did give him de Picture for de Certificate and 
de Credential to receive de Money from her: Huſ- 
band. Mark ye! | 

Lure. The beſt Plot in the Wor d. You told 


him, that your Brother lent her the Money in France, 
when 
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when her Bills, I ſuppoſe, were delay d. Vou put 
in that, I preſume. | | 

Mar, Ouy, ouy, Madam. | | 

Lure. And that upon her Death-bed ſhe gave your 
Brother the Picture, as a Certificate to Sir Harry that 
ſhe had receiv'd the Money, which Picture your Bro- 
ther ſent over to you, with Commiſſion to receive 
the Debt! ; Fs * 

Mar. Affurement, —— Dere was de Politique, de 
France Politique ! — See, Madam, what he can 
do, de France Marquis! He did make de Angliſe 
Lady Cuckle her Husband when ſhe was living, and 
ſheat him when ſhe was dead, Begar : Ha, ha, ha. 
Oh! Pardie, cet bon. | ER, 

Lure, Ah ! But what did Sir Harry ſay? 

Mar. Oh! begar Monſieur Chevalier he love his 
Vife; he ſay, dat if the takes up a hundre touſan Li- 
vres, he wou'd repay it; he knew de Picture, he ſay, 
and order me de Money from his Stewar —— Oh 
notre Dame ? Monſieur Sir Arry be one Dupe. 

Lure. Well but, Monſieur, 1 long to know one 
thing. Was the Conqueſt you made of his Lady fo 


eaſie? What Aſſaults did you make? And what Re. 


ſiſtance did the ſhew ? . 

Mar. Reſiſtance againſt de France Marquis! Voyer, 
Madam; dere was tree deux-yeux, one Serenade, 
'an' two Capre; dat was all, begar. 5 

Lure. Chatillionte! There's nothing in Nature ſo 
ſweet to a longing Woman, as a malicious Story.---» 
Well, Monſieur ! 'tis about a thouſand Pound; we 
go Snacks. | 

Mar, Snacke ! Perdie, for what? why Snacke, 
Madam? Me vill give you de Preſent of Fifty Louis 
d'Ors; dat is ver good Snacke for you. 

Lure. And you'll give me no more ?----Very well! 

Mar. Ver' well! Yes begar, tis ver' well. 
Conſidre, Madam, me be de poor Refuge, me ave 
noting but de religious Charite, and de France Politi- 
que, de Fruit of my own Addreſs, dat is all. 


Lure. 


ure. 
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Lure. Ay, an Object of Charity, with a thouſand 
Pound in his Fiſt! Emh ! Oh Monſieur ; that's my 
Husbind, I know his knock. [Knocking below.) He 
mult got ſee you. Get into the Cloſet till by and 
by, Hurries him in. and if I don't be reveng'd upon 
your France Politique, then have I no Ezgliſh Poli- 
tique— Hang the Money! I wou'd not for twice a 
Thouland Pound forbear abuſing this virtuous Wo- 
man to her Husband. | 


1 _ Enter Parley. 
Par. Tis Sir Harry, Madam. 
Lure. As I cou'd wiſh. Chairs 


Enter Wildair. 
Wild. Here, Mrs. Parley, in the firſt place I ſacri- 
fice a Louis d'Or to thee for good luck, _- | 
Par. A Guinea, Sir, will do as well. 
Mild. No, no, Child; French Money is always moſt 
ſucceſsful in Bribes, and very much in faſhion, Child. 


Enter Dicky, and runs to Sir Harry. 

Dick. Sir, will you pleaſe to have your own Nights 
Caps ? 

Wild, Sirrah ! | 

Dick. Sir, Sir! ſhall I order your Chair to the back 
Door by five a Clock in the Morning ? 

Wild. The Devil's in the Fellow. Get you gone. 
—|[ Dicky runs out] Now, dear Madam, | have ſe- 
cur'd my Brother, you have diſpos'd of the Collonel, 
and we rail at Love till we han't a Word more to 


lay. | 1 | 
Lure, Ay, Sir Harry Pleaſe to fit a little, 
Sir, You muſt know I'm in a ſtrange Humour 


of asking you ſome Queſtions. —— How did you 
like your Lady, pray Sir ? 

Wild. Like her! Ha, ha, hi. So very well, 
faith, that for her very ſake I'm in love with every 
Woman I] meet. | 

Lure. And did Matrimony pleaſe you extremely Aa 1 
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Wild. So very much, that if Polygamy were al. 
low'd, I wou'd have a new Wife every Day. 
Lure. Oh, Sir Harry“ This is Raillery. But your 
ſerious Thouguts upon the Matter, pray. 7 
Wild. Why then, Madam, to give you my true 
Sentiments of Wedlock: I had a Lady that I marry'q 
by chance, ſhe was virtuous by chance, and 1 loy'd 
her by great chance. Nature gave her Beauty, Edu. 


cation and Air, and Fortune threw a young Fellow | 


of five and twenty in her Lap.-—1 courted her 
all Day, lov'd her all Night, ſhe was my Miſtreſs one 
Day, and my Wife another: I found in one the 
variety of a Thouſand, and the very confinement of 


Marriage gave me the Pleaſure of Change. 


Lure. And ſhe was very virtuous. - 

7/11d. Look ye, Madam, you know ſhe was Beau- 
tiful. She had good Nature about her Mouth, the 
Smile of Beauty in her Cheeks, ſparkling Wit in her 
Forehead, and ſprightly Love in her Eyes. 

Lure, *P\haw ! Iknew her very well; the Woman 
was well enough, But you don't anſwer my Que- 
tion, Sir. 

Wild. So, Madam, as I told you before, ſhe was 
young and beautiful, I was rich and vigorous ; my 
Eitate gave me a Luſtre to my Love, and a Swing 
to our Enjoyment; round, like the Ring that made 
us one, our golden Pleaſures circled without end. 

Lure. Golden Pleaſures / Golden Fiddleſticks,—--- 
What d'ye tell me of your canting Stuff? Was ſhe 
virtuous, I ſay? es? 

Wild. Ready to burſt with Envy; but 1 will tor- 
ment thee a little. [ Aſide.) So, Madam, I powder'd 
to pleaſe her, ſhe dreſs'd to engage me we toy'd a- 
way the Morning in amorous Nonſenſe, loll d away 
the Evening in the Park, or the Play-houſe, and all 
the Night. - _Hem! _ 


Lure. Look ye, Sir, anſwer my Queſtion, or 1 
ſhall take it ill. REES 4 
Mild. Then, Madam, there was never ſuch a Pat. 
tern of Unity. — Her Wants were {lil} prevented 
13 y 
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by my Supplies; mx own Heart whiſper'd me her 
Deſires, cauſe ſhe her ſelf was there; no Contention- 
ever roſe, but the dear Strife of who ſhou'd moſt ob- 
lige ; no Noiſe about Authority: for neither wou'd 
ſtoop to command, 'cauſe both thought it Glory to 
Obey. . | 
5 Stuff! ſtuff! ſtuff! 
a Word on't- 9 | 
Wild. Ha, ha, ha. Then, Madam, we never felt 
the Yoak of Matrimony, becauſe onr Inclinations 
made us one; a Power ſuperior to the Forms of 
Wedlock. The Marriage Torch had loſt its weaker 
Light in the bright Flame of mutual Love that join'd 
our Hearts before; Ihen 15 8 
Lure. Hold, Hold, Sir; I cannot bear it; Sir Har- 
ry, I'm affronted. BOY 
Wild. Ha, ha, ha. Affronted! 
Lure. Yes, Sir; 'tis an Aﬀront to any Woman to 
hear another commended ; and I will reſent it. 
In ſhort, Sir Harry, your Wife was a | | 
Wild. Buz, Madam.--—--No Detraction. --- I'll tell 
you what ſhe was.--So much an Angel in her Conduct, 
that tho' I ſaw another in her Arms, I ſhou'd have 
thought the Devil had rais'd the Phantom, and my 
more conſcious Reaſon had given my Eyes the Lie. 
| Lure. Very well! Then 1 a'n't to be believ'd it 
ſeems. gut d'ye hear, Sir? 
Wild. Nay, Madam, do you hear? I tell you, tis 
not in the power of Malice to caſt a Blot upon her 
Fame; and tho' the Vanity of our Sex, and the En- 
vy of yours, conſpir'd both againſt her Honour, I 
wou'd not hear a Syllable. [Stopping his Ears. 
Lure. Why then, as I hope to breathe, you hall 
hear it. The Picture! the Picture! the Picture! 
| l [Bawling aloud. 
3 Ran, tan, tan. A Piſtol-bullet from Ear to 
ar. Th 5 
Lure. That Picture which you had juſt now from 
the French Marquis, for a thouſand Pound; that very 
Picture did your very virtuous Wife ſend to the Mar- 
L quis 


II wort believe 
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quis as a Pledge of her very virtuous and dying Affe- 
ction. So that you are both robb'd of your Honour 
and cheated of your Money. Ry [ Aloud, 

Mild. Louder, louder, Madam. 9 5 

Lure. I tell you, Sir, your Wife was a Jilt; I know 

it, IIſwear it.—She Virtuous! She was a Devil. 

Willd. | Sings.) Tal, lal, deral. | 
Laure. Was ever the like ſeen! He won't hear me 
I burſt with Malice, and now he won't mind 


7 


me! —— Won't you hear me yet? 
Mild. No, no, Madam. FF | 
Ture. Nay, then I can't bear it. [Burſts out a crying. 
dir, I muſt fay that you're an unworthy per- 
ſon, to uſe a Woman of Quality at this rate, when 
ſhe has her Heart full of Malice; I don't know but 
it may make me miſcarry. Sir, I fay again and again, 
that ſhe was no better than one of us, and I know 
it; I have ſeen it with my Eyes, ſo I have. 

Wild. Good Heav'ns deliver me, I beſeech thee. 
How {hall I ſcape? 

Lure. Will you hear me yet? Dear, Sir Harry, do 
but hear me; I'm longing to ſpeak. 
_ Wild. Oh! I have it. Huſh, huſh, huſh, 

Lure. Eh! What's the matter? 

Wild. A Mouſe ! a Mouſe! a Mouſe! 

Lure. Where? where? where? | 

Lure, Your Petticoats, your Petticoats, Madam? 

(Lure. ſhriebs and runs. 

Wild. O my Head! I was never worſted by a Wo- 
man before. But I have heard ſo much as to 
know the Marquis to be a Villain. [ Knocking.) Nay 
then, I muſt run fort. [Runs out, and returns. 
The Entry is ſtopt by a Chair coming in; and ſome- 
thing there is in that Chair that I will diſcover, if [ 
can finda place to hide my ſelf, [Goes to the Cloſet- 
door. ] Faſt ! I have Keys about me for moſt Locks 
about St. Fames's Let me ſee.— = ries one 
Key.] —— No, no; this opens my Lady Planthorr's 

Back-door. [Tries another.] — Nor this; this 


is the Key to my Lady Stakeall's Garden, Lark a 
| third, 
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third. Ay, ay, this does it, Faith. | 
; Goes into the Cloſet, and peeps out. 


ud, 


Enter Shark and another, with Clincher in 4 
OW Chair; Parley. 8 
Par. Hold, hold, Friend; who gave you Order to 
lug in your dirty Chair into the Houſe? © 1 


me Sha. My Maſter, Sweet-heart. „ 
ind Par. Who is your Maſter, Impudence ? | 
| Sha. Every body, Sauce-box. ——-- And for the 
| preſent here's my Maſter ! and if you have any thing 
ing. to ſay to him, there he is for ye. ¶Lugs Clincher our 
er» of the Chair, and throws him upon the Floor.) Steer 
hen away, Im. 8 „5 
but Wild. What the Devil, Mr. Jubilee, is it you? 
ain, 1 Par. Bleſs me! the Gentleman's dead! Murder! 
10W Murder! 
hee | Enter Lurewell. 
Ture. Protect me! What's the matter, Clincher 2 
do Par. Mr. Clincher, are you dead, Sir? 
Clin. Yes. | | 
Ns Lure. Oh! then tis well enough. Are you 
| drunk, Sir ? | | 
Clin. No. | 3 f 
Lure, Well! certainly Tm the moſt unfortunate 
* Woman living: All my Affairs, all my Deſigne, all 
runs. my Intrigues, miſcarry. Faugh! the Beaſt? 
Wo- But, Sir, what's the matter with you? / 
s to MW Clin. Politicks. 
Nay Par. Where have you been, Sir ? 
— Clin. Shark! | | 
Ime- Lure. What ſhall we do with him, Parley ? If the 
A. [ Collonel ſhou'd come home now, we were ruin'd. 
loſet- | 
,ocks Enter Standard. : — 
'5 one Oh, inevitable Deſtruction ! 
2orn's Wild. Ay, ay; unleſs I relieve her now, all the 
this World can't fave her. 
ries & Stand, Bleſs me! What's here? Who are you, Sir? 


bird.) BI L 2 Clin- 


% 
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Clin. Brandy. | | 
Stand. See there, Madam !-------- Behold the Man 
that you prefer to me! And ſuch as He are all thoſe 
Fop-Gallants that daily haunt my Houſe, ruin your 
Honour, and diſturb my Quiet.------I urge not the 
ſacred Bond of Marriage; III wave your earneſt 
Vows of Truth to me, and only lay the Caſe in 
equal Balance; and ſee whoſe Merit bears the greater 
weight, his, or mine. 7 8 

Wild. Well argu'd, Collonel. 3 

Stand. Suppole your {elf freely diſingag'd, unmar- 
ry'd, and to make a choice of him you thought moſt 
worthy of your Love ; Wou'd you prefer a Bute? 
a Monkey ? one deſtin'd only for the Sport of Man? 
-es; take him to your Bed; therelet the Beaſt 
diſgorge his fulſem Load in your fair, lovely Boſom, 
ſnore out his Paſſion in your ſoft Embrace, and with 
the Vapours oF his fick Debauch, perfume your ſweet 
Apartment. | | 

Lure. Ah nauſeous ! nauſeous ! Poyſon / 

Stand. | neter was taught to ſet a value on my ſelf: 
But when compar'd to him, there Modeſty muſt ſtoop, 
and Indignation give my Words a looſe, to tell you, 
Madam, that I am a Man unblemiſh'd in my Ho- 
nour, have nobly ſerv'd my King, and Country; and 
tor a Lady's Service, I think that Nature has not been 


defective. | | 
Mild. Egad I ſhou'd think ſo too; the Fellow's 


well made. 

Stand. Im young as He, my Perſon too as fair 
to outward view ; and for my Mind, I thought it 
cou'd diſtinguiſh right, and therefore made a choice 
of you, Your Sex have bleſs'd our Ifle with 
Beauty, by diftant Nations prizd ; and cou'd they 
Place their Loves aright, their Lovers might acquire 
the Envy of Mankind, as well as they the Wonder 
of the World. 

Wild. Ah, now he coaxes——He will conquer 
unleſs. I relieve her in time; ſhe begins to melt al- 


ready. 


Stand. 
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Stand. Add to all this, 1love you next to Heavn ; 
and by that Heav'n [ ſwear, the conſtant ſtudy of my 


Pays and Nights have been to pleaſe my deareit 


Wife. Your Pleaſure never met controul from me, 


nor your Nefires a Frown. —-I never mention'd my 
dillruſt before, nor will Il now wrong ycur diſcretion, 
ſo as e'er to think you made him an Appointment. 


Lure. Generous, generous Man ! [Meeps. 
Mild. Nay, then tis time for me; I will relieve 
her. ——| Hie ſteals out ef the Cloſet, and coming be- 


hind Standard, claps him on the Shoulder. | Collonel, 
your humble Servant. — 

Stand, Sir Harry, how came you hither ? 

Mild. Ah, poor Fellow! Thou haſt got thy Load 
with a witneſs; but the Wine was humming firong ; 
I have got a touch on't my ſelf. [ Reels à little. 

Stand. Wine, Sir Harry What Wine? DT | 

Wild. Why, *twas new Burgundy, heady Stuff. 
por The Dog was foon gone, knock'd under pre- 
ſently. | "NA 

trans. What, then Mr. Clincher was with you, it 
ſeems? Eh! ; 

Wild. Ves faith, we have been together all this Af- 
ternoon; 'Tis'a pleaſant fooliſh Fellow. He would 
needsgive me a Welcome to Town, on pretence of 
hearing all the News from the Jubilee. The Hu- 
mour was new to me; ſo to't we went. But tis 
a weak-headed Coxcomb! two or three Bumpers did 
his Buſineſs. Ah, Madam! What do l deſerve 
for this? [ Afride to Lurewell. 

Lure, Look ye there, Sir; you ſee how Sir Harry: 
has clear'd my Innocence.——1'm oblig'd t'ye, Sir; 
but 1 mult leave you to make it out. 
[To Wild, and Ex, 

Stand. Yes, yes; he has clear'd you wonderfully. — 
But pray, Sir. ſuppoſe you can inform me how 
Mr. Clincker came into my Houſe? Eh! 8 

Wild. Ay: Why, you muſt know that the Fool 
got preſently as drunk as a Drum; ſo I had him 
tumbl'd into a Chair, and order'd the Fellows to car- 
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ry him home. Now you muſt know, he lodges but 
three Doors off; but the Boobies, it ſeems, miſtook 
the Door, and brought him in here, like a Brace of 
Loggerheads. | 

Stand. O, yes; ſad Loggerheads, to miſtake a 
Door in James Street for a Houſe in Covent-Gar- 
den, ——— — Here | 5 | | 

Enter Servants. 

Take away that Brute. | 2 

„5 [ Servants carry off Clincher. 

And you fay 'twas new Burgundy, Sir Harry, very ſtrong. 

___ Wild, Egad, there is ſome Trick in this Matter, 
and I ſhall be diſcover'd, [Ajfide.] Ay, Collonel ; 
but I muſt be gone: I'em engag'd to meet Col- 
lonel, I'm your humble Servant. Going. 

Stand. But, Sir Harry, where's your Hat, Sir? 

Mild. Oh Morbleau ! Theſe Hats, Gloves, Canes, 
and Swords, are the ruin of all our Deſigns. LAſide. 

Stand. But where's your Hat, Sir Harry ? 

Mild. I'll never intrigue again with any thing about 
me but what is juſt bound to my Body. How {hall 
come off? — Hark ye, Collonel, in your Ear; 
J would not have your Lady bear it, — You mult 
know, juſt as I came into the Room here, what 
ſhou'd I ſpy but a great Mouſe running acroſs that 
Cloſet-door, I took no notice, for fear your Lady 
ſhould be frighted, but with all my force (d'ye ſee) 
J flung my Hat at it, and ſo threw it into the Cloſet, 
and there it lies, | 

Stand. And ſo, thinking to kill the Mouſe, you 
flung your Hat into that Cloſer. 

Wild. Ay, Ay; that was all. Tl go fetch it. 
Stand. No, Sir Harry, I'll bring it out. 

| [Goes into the Cloſet, 
Wild. Now have I told a matter of twenty Lies 
in a Breath. 

Stand. Sir Harry ! Is this the Mouſe that you 
threw your Hat at? R WY 

[Standard comes in with the Hat in one Hand, and 

hawling in the Marquis with the __ 
| Wild, 


—— — 2 —u 


— 
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Wild. I'm amaz'd! 


Narr. Pardie, I'm amaze too, 


Stand. Look'e, Monſieur Marquis, as for your 
part, I ſhall cut your Throat, Sir. 
Wild Give me leave, I muſt cut his Throat firſt. 
Mar. Vat! Bote cut my Troat! Begar, Metgeurs, 


Tave but one Troat. 


Enter Parley, and runs to Standard. 

Par. Sir, the Monſieur is innocent; he came upon 
another Deſign. My Lady begins to be penitent, 
and, If you make any Noiſe, "will ſpoil all. 

Stand. 


nour : But I am bound to guard her Reputation, ſo 
that no Attemyts be made that may provoke a Scan- 
dal: Therefore, Gentlemen. let me tell you, tis 


time tO deſiſt. N Exit. 5 


Wild. Ay, ay; ſo tis faith. Come, Monfieur, 
I mult talk with you, Sic. [ Exeunt, 


[0TH IST SISISID ST OISISIOIOO LOIOTSISIOIST, 
F 
SCENE, Standard's Houſe. 
Enter Standard and Fireball. 


Stand. N ſhort, Brother, a Man may talk till Doomſ- 
day of Sin, Hell, and Damnation; But 


your Rhetorick will ne'er convince a Lady that there's 
any thing of a Devil in a handſome Fellow with a 


fine Coat. You muſt ſhew the Cloven- foot, expoſe 


the Brute, as I have done; and tho' her Virtue 
fleeps, her Pride will ſurely take th Alarm. 1 
„ Fire. 


Locke, Gentlemen, I have too great a 
Confidence in the Virtue of my Wife, to think it in 
the Power of you, or you, Sir, to wrong my Ho- 
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Fire. Ay, but if you had let me cut off one of 
the Rogue's Ears before you ſent him away. 
Stand. No, no; the Fool has ſerv'd my turn, with- 
out the Scandal of a publick Reſentment ; and the 
Effect has ſhewn that my Deſign was right; I've 
touch'd her very Heart, and ſhe relents apace. 


Enter Lurewell running. 
Lure, Oh! My Dear, ſave me ! I'm frighted out 


of my Life. 3 | 
Fire. Blood and Fire ! Madam, who dare touch 
you ? [ Draws his Sword and ſtands before her, 


Lure. Oh, Sir! A Gholt ! A Ghott ! I have ſeen 
it twice. | 

Fire. Nay then, we Soldiers have nothing to 90 
with Ghoſts; ſend for the Parſon. [Shearhs his Sword. 

Stand. Tis Fancy, my Dear, nothing but Fancy. 

Lure. Oh dear Collonel ! I] never lie alone a- 
gain: I'm frighted to Death; I ſaw it twice: twice 
it ſtalk'd by 1 my Chamber door, and with a hollow 
Voice utter'd a piteous Groan. 

stand. This is ſtrange? Ghoſts by Day- light 
Come, my Dear, along with me; don't fhrink, well 
ſee to find this Ghoſt. [Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to the Street. 


Enter Wildair, Marquis, and Dicky. 

Hild. Dicky ? 

Dicb. Sir. | 

Mild. Do you remember any thing of a thouſand 
Pounds lent to my Wife in Monrpelier by a French 
Gentleman? 

Mar. Ouy, Monſieur Dicky, you remembre de 
Gentleman, he was one Marquis. 

Dich. Marqui, Sir! I think, for my part, that all 
the Men in France are Marqui's. We met above a 
thouſand Marqui's, but the Devil of one of 'em cou'd 
lend a thouſand Pence, much leſs a thouſand Pound. 

Mar. Morbleu, qui dit vous, n le Chien F 
Wi . 
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wild. Hold, Sir, pray anſwer me one Queſtion ? 2. 
What made you fly your Countrey ? 
Mar. My Religion, Monſieur. 
Wild. So you fled for your Religion out of France; 
and area downright Atheiſt in England? A very ten- 
der Conſcience truly ! 

Mar. Begar, Monſieur, my Conſcience be de ver 
tendre; he no ſuffre his Maſtre to ſtarve, pardie. 
; mild. Come, Sir, no Ceremony; refund. 


Mar. Refunde! Vat is dat refunde ? Parlez Fran. 
cois, Monſieur : ? 


Mild. No, Sir; I tell you in plain Engliſh, . return: 


my Money, or I'll lay you by the Heels. 


Mar. Oh! Begar dere is de Anglis-man now. 
' Dere is de Law for me, De Law! Ecoute, Mon- 


ſieur Sir. Arry- Voyez fa De France Marquis 
ſcorn de Law. My Broder lend your Vife de Mo- 
ney, and here is my. Witneſs. 

Hild. Your Evidence, Sir, is very poſitive, and 


ſhall be examin'd: But this is no place to try the 


Cauſe; we'll croſs the Park into the Fields; you 


ſhall throw down the Money between us, and the: 


beſt Title, upon a fair Hearing, ſhall take it up.— 
Allons ! 
Mar. Oh! De tout mon cceur 


SCEN E, Lurewel/'s Aparemenes 


Enter Lurewell and Parley. 


Lure. 'Plhaw! I'm ſuch a frighted Fool! *Twas: 


nothing but a Fancy.- 
Pen and Ink, Il divert jt. 


Come, Parley, get me 


not hear me ſpeak, he'i!read my Letter ſure. 


[ Sits down to Writes. 


Ghoſt. [From within... Hold. 


Lure Protect me l. -Parley, don't leave me 


Zut l won't mind it. 
GHhaſt. Hold. 


[ Draus. 


—Allons !! 
Fjent à la tate, begar. Exit. 


Sir Harry ſhall know 
what a Wife he had, I'm reſolv'd. Tho' he wou'd 


1 Lure 
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Lure. Defend me! Don't you hear a Voice ? 
Par. I thought ſo, Madam. 
Lure. It call'd, Hold. II venture once more. 
- | Sits down to write, 
Ghoſt. Diſturb no more the Quiet of the Dead, 
Lure, Now 'tis plain. I heard the Words. 


Par. Deliver us, * forgive us our Sins! 
What is it ? | 


Ghoſt « enters, Lurewell and Parley ſoriek, and run to 
a Corner of the Stage. 
Ghoft, Behold the airy Form of wrong'd Angelica, 
Forc'd from the Shades below to vindicate 
her Fame. 
Forbear, malicious Woman, thus to load 
With ſcandalous Reproneh the Grave of 
Innocence. 
Repent, vain Woman ! | 
Thy Matrimonial Vow is regiſter'd above, 
And all the Preaches of that ſolemn Faith 
Are regiſter'd below. I'm ſent to warn 
thee to repent. 
Forbear to wrong thy injurd Husband's 
Bed, 
Diſturb no more the Quiet of the Dead. 
[ Sralks off; 
[Lurewell . and Parley ſupports her. 
Par. - ip! help ! help! 


Enter Standard and Fireball. 


Stand. Bleſs us! What, fainting! What's the mat- 
ter? 


Fire. Breeding. breeding, Sir. 


Par. Oh, Sir! We're frighted to Death; here has 
been the Ghoſt again. 


Stand. Ghoſt! Why you're mad, ſure ! What 
Ghoſt ? 


* The Ghoſt of le, Sir Harry Widair' 
Wife 


Stand, Angelica! 


Par. 


e has 
What 


dair's 


Par. 


. Grave. 
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Par. Yes, Sir; and hear it preach'd to us the Lord 


knows what, and murder'd my Miſtreſs with mere 
Morals. | 1 0 | 

Fire. A good hearing, Sir; 'twill do her good. 

Stand. Take her in, Parley. 

: [Parley leads out Lure well. 
What can this mean, Brother ? 

Fire. The meaning's plain. There's a deſign of 
Communication between your Wife and Sir Harry ; 
fo his Wife is come to forbid the Bans, that's all. 

Stand, No, no, Brother. If I may be induc'd to 
believe the walking of Ghoſts, I rather fancy that 
the rattle-headed Fellow her Husband has broke the 
poor Lady's Heart; which, together with the Indig- 
nity of her Burial, has made her uneaſy in her 
But whatever be the cauſe, it's fit we im- 
mediately find out Sir Harry, and inform him. 


h Exeunt. 
S CE NE, zhe Park. 


Company wal ling: Wildair and Marquis paſſing ha- 
ſſtily over the Stage, one calls. 
Lord. Sir Harry. 
Wild. My Lord? — Monſieur, I'll follow you, Sir. 
[Exis Marquis. 
Lo. I muſt talk with you, Sir. 
Mild. Pray, my Lord, let it be very ſhort, for I 
was never in more haſte in my Life. 


Lo, May I preſume, Sir, to enquire the Cauſe that 


detain'd you ſo late laſt Night at my Houle ? 
Wild. More Miſchief again Perhaps, my Lord, 
I may not preſume to inform you 


Lo. Then perhaps, Sir, I may preſume to extort. 


it from you. 

d Look ye, my Lord, don't frown ; it ſpoils 
your Face, But if you muſt know, your Lady 
owes me two hundred Guineas, and that Sum I wilt 
preſume to extort from your Lordſhip. 

io, Two hundred Guineas ! Have yowany thing 
to thew tor it? ] 

L 6 Wild. 
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Wild. Ha, ha, ha! Shew for it, my Lord, I ſhew'd 
Quint and Quatorz for it; and to a Man of Honour, 
that's as firm as a Bond and Judgment. 

Lo. Come, Sir, this won't paſs upon me; I'm a 
Man of Honour. | > | 
Mild. Honour! Ha, ha, ha!—'Tis very ſtrange ! 
That ſome Men, tho' their Education be never fo 
Gallant, will ne'er learn Breeding! Look ye, my 
Lord, when you and I were under the Tuition of 
our Governours, and convers'd only with old Cicers, 
Livy, Virgil, Plutarch, and the like; why then ſuch 
a Man was a Villain, and ſuch a one was a Man of 
Honour: But now, that I have known the Court, a 
l!tle of what they call the Beaumonde, and the Belle- 
eſprit, I find that Honour looks as ridiculous as Ro- 
man Buskins upon your Lordſhip, or my full Peruke 
upon Scipio Africanus. | | 

Lo. Why ſhou'd you think ſo, Sir? 

11d. Becauſe the World's improv'd, my Lord, 
and we find that this Honour is a very troubleſome 
and impertinent thing. Can't we live together 
like good Neighbours and Chriſtians, as they do in 
France? | lend you my Coach, I borrow yours; you 
dine with me, I ſup with you; I lie with your Wife, 
and you lie with mine. Honour, That's ſuch 
an Impertinence ! Pray, my Lord, hear 
me. What does your Honour think of murdering 
your Friend's Reputation? Making a Jeſt of his Mis- 
fortunes ? Cheating him at Cards, debauching his 
Bed, or the like. | 5 
Zo. Why rank Villainy. 
Mild. Piſh! Piſh! Nothing but good Manners, 
Exceſs of good Manners. Why, you han't been at 
Court lately. There tis the only Practice to ſhew 
our Wit and Breeding.— As for inſtance. Vour 
Friend reflects upon you when abſent, becauſe tis 
good Manners; rallies you when preſent, becauſe tis 
witty ; cheats you at Piquet to ſhew he has been in 
France; and lies with your Wife, to ſhew he's a 
Man of Quality, 
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Lo. Very well, Sir. 

Wild. In mort, my Lord, you have a wrong No- 
tion of things. Shou'd a Man with a handſome 
Wife revenge all Affronts done to his Honour, poor 
White, Chaves, Morris, Locket, Pawlet and Pontack, - 
were utterly ruin'd. 

Lo. How fo, Sir? 

Wild. Becauſe, my Lord, you muſt run all their 


Cuſtomers quite through the Body. Were it not for 


abuſing your Men of Honour, Taverns and Choco- 
late- Houſes cou'd not ſubſiſt; and were there but a 
round Tax laid upon Scandal, and falſe Politicks, we 


Men of Figure wou'd find it much heavier than four 


Shillings in the Pound. Come, come, my Lord, no 
more on't, for ſhame ; your Honour is ſafe enough, 

tor I have the Key of its Back-door in my Pocket. 
| Runs off. 

Lo. Sir, I ſhall meet you another time. Exit. 


SCENE, the Fields. 


Enter Marquis with a Servant carrying his fighting 
Equipage, Pumps, Cap, &Cc. He dreſſes himſelf ac- 
cordingly, and flouriſhes about the Stage. 


Mar. Sa, fa, fa, fient a la Tate, Sa, Embaracade ; 
Quart ſur redouble. Hey ! | 


Enter Wildair. 

Wild. Ha, ha, ha; the Devil! Muſt I fight with. a 
Tumbler? Theſe French are as great Fops in their 
Quarrels, as in their Amours. | 

Mar. Allons! Allons! Stripe, ſtripe. | 

Wild. No, no, Sir, I never ſtrip to engage a Man ; 
I fight as 1 dance.-- Come, Sir, down with the 
Money, 

Mar. Dere it is, pardie. 

[as down the Bag between em. 


Enter 
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Enter Dicky, and gives Wildair a Gun. 
Morbleu ! que fa ? 

Wild. Now, Monſieur, if you offer to ſtir, I'Il ſhoot: 
you through the Head. Dicky, take up the Mo- 
ney and carry it home. | 
Dick. Here it is, faith: And if my Maſter be kill'd 
the Money's my own. x 

Mar. Oh Morbleu! de Anglis man be one Coward: 

Wild. Ha, ha, ha! Where 1s your French Politique, 
now? Come, Monſieur, you mult know I ſcorn to 
fight any Man for my own: but now we're upon the 
level; end ſince you have been at the trouble of put- 
ting on your Habiliments, I muſt requite your Pains. 
So come on, Sir. N 8 . 

[Lays down the Gun, and uſes his Sword. 

Mar. Come on! For wat? Wen de Money is 
gone! De France-man fight were dere is no Profit! 
*Pardonnez moy, pardie. | 

5 [ Sits down to pull off his Pumps. 
Wild. Hold, hold, Sir; you muſt fight. Tell me 
how you came by this Picture? | 

Mar, {Starting up.] Wy den, begar, Monſieur 
Chevalier, fince de Money be gone, me vill ſpeak 
de veritie ; Pardie, Monſtzur, me did make de 
Cuckle of you, and your Vite ſend me de Picture 
for my Pain, 
Vid. Look ye, Sir, if I thought you had Merit 
enough to gain a Lady's Heart from me, I wou'd 
ſhake Hands immediately, and be Friends: But as 

I believe you to be a vain ſcandalous Lyar, L' cut 
* your Throat, | [ They fight. 


Enter Standard and Fireball, who part em. | 
Stand. Hold, hold, Gentlemen. — Brother, fe- 
cure the Marquis. Come, Sir Harry, put up; I 


have ſomething to ſay to you very ſerious. 

Mild. Say it quickly then; for J am a little out of 
Humour, and want ſomething to make me laugh. 
[As they talk, Marquis dreſſes, and Fireball helps _ 
| S. 


the Lard I'V kiſs it 
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Stand. Will what's very ſerious make you laugh? 
Wild. Moſt of all. ; 4) 
Stand. 'Pſhaw ! Pray, Sir Harry, tell me what 

made you leave your Wife ? | 
Wild. Ha, ha, ha! 1 knew it —Pray, Collonel, 


what makes you ſtay with your Wife? 


Stand. Nay, but pray anſwer me directly; I beg 


it as a Favour. 


Wild. Why then, Collonel, you muſt know we 
were a pair of the moſt happy, toying, fooliſh Peo- 


ple in the World, till ſhe got, I don't know how, a 


Crotchet of Jealouſy in her Head. This made her 
frumpiſh ; but we had ne'er an angry Word: She 
only fell a crying over Night, and | went for Italy 
next Morning. - But pray no more ont. 
Are you hurt, Monfieur? 
Stand. But, Sir Harry, you'll be ſerious when L 
tell you that her Ghoſt appears. | 
Wild. Her Ghoſt! Ha, ha, ha. 
faith. 1 3 | 
Stand, As ſure as Fate, it walks in my Houſe. 
Mild. In your Houſe! come along. Collonel. By 
[Exeunt Wild. and Stand, 
Mar. Monſieur le Captain, Adieu. 
Fire. Adieu ! No, Sir, you ſhall follow Sir Harry. 
Mar. For wat ? | 72 | 
Fire. For what ! Why, d'ye think I'm ſuch a 
Rogue as to part a couple of Gentlemen when 


That's pleaſant, 


they're fighting, and not ſee em make an endon't; 
] think it a leis Sin to part Man and Wife. Come 


along, Sir. 
Exit pulling Monſieur. 


SCENE, Standard's Houſe. 
Enter Wildair and Standard. 


wild. Welk then; this, it ſeems, is the inchantes 


Chamber. The Ghoſt has pitch'd upon a handſome 
Apartment however. Well, Colonel, when do 
you intend to begin? 


stand. 


x52 Sir Harry Wildair; bring: 
Stand. What, Sir ?. . 175 
Wild. To laugh at me; Iknow you deſign it. 
Stand. Ha! By all that's powerful there it is. 


| Ghoſt walks croſs the Stage. 
Mild. The Devil it is -Emh! Blood, II ſpeak . 
to't. > Vous, Mademoiſelle Ghoſt, parlez vous 
Frangois ?—No! Hark ye, Mrs, Ghoſt, wül your 
Lady ſhip be pleas'd to inform-us who you are, that 


we may pay you the Reſpect due to your Quality. 


DEE [Ghoſt returns. 
Ghoſt. J am the Spirit of thy departed Wife. 


Mild. Are you, faith! Why then here's the Body 


of thy living Husband, and ſtand me if you dare. 
Runs to her and embraces her.- Ha! 'tis Sub- 
{tance, I'm ſure. — But hold, Lady Ghoſt, ſtand 
off a little, and tell me in goodearneſt now, whether 


you are alive or dead? 


Ang. [Throwing off her Shrowd.]—Alive ! alive 


Run and throws her Arms avout his Neck, ] and ne- 


ver liv'd ſo much as in this Moment. | 
Wild. What d'ye think of the Ghoſt now, Collonel? 


{She hangs upon him.) Is it not a very loving Ghoſt? 


Stand. amazement! | 
Wild. Ay, tis Amazement, truly. —— Look 
ye, Madam, I hate to converſe ſo familiarly with 


Spirits: Pray keep your diſtance. 


Ang. I am alive, indeed I am. 

Mild. I don't believe a Word on't. [ Moving away. 

Stand, Sir Harry, you're more afraid now than 
before. ” * PE 
Mild. Ay, moſt Men are more afraid of a living 
Wife than a dead one. | | „ 

Stand. Tis good Manners to leave you together 
however. Exit. 

Ang. Tis unkind, my Dear, after ſo long and te- 
dious an Abſence, to act the Stranger ſo. I now ſhall 
die in earneſt, and mult for ever vaniſh from your 
Sight. 5 | Weeping and going. 


Wild. 


off our Cloaths, leap into Bed, and there, 


Mild. Hold, hold, Madam. Don't be angry, my 
Dear; you took me unprovided : Had you but ſent 
me Word of your coming, 1 had got three or four 
Speeches out of Oroonoko and the Mourning-Bride up- 
on this Occaſion, that wou'd have charm'd your very 
Heart. But we'll do as well as we can; Il have 
the Muſick from both Houſes; Pawler and Locker (hall 
contrive for our Taſte; we'll charm our Ears with A- 
tel's Voice; feaſt our Eyes with one another; and 
thus, with all our Senſes tun'd to Love, we'll hurl 
Look 
ye, Madam, if I don't welcome you home with Rap- 
tures more natural, and more moving than all the 
Plays in Chriſtendom.—— [I'll ſay no more. 

Ang. As mad as ever. | | 

Wild But eaſe my Wonder fiift, and let me know 
the Riddle of your Death. | 

Ang. Your unkind Departure hence, and your a- 
voiding me abroad, made me reſolve, fince I cou'd 
not live with you, to die to all the World beſides: I 
fancy'd, that tho' it exceeded the force of Love, 
yet the Power of Grief perhaps might change your 
Humour, and therefore had it given out that I dy'd 
in France; my Sickneſs at Montpelier, which indeed 
was next to Death, and the Affront offer'd to the Bo- 


dy of our Ambaſſador's Chaplain at Paris, conducd 


to have my Burial private. This deceiv'd my Reti- 
nue; and by the Aſſiſtance of my Woman, and your 
faithful Servant, I got into Man's Cloaths, came home 
mto England, and ſent him to obſerve your Motions 
abroad, with Orders not to undeceive you till your 


Return Here I met you in the Quality of Beau 


Banter, your buſie Brother, under which Diſguiſe I 
have diſappointed your Deſign upon my Lady Lure- 


well; and in the Form of a Ghoſt, have reveng'd the 


Scandal ſhe this Day threw upon me, and have fright- 


ed her ſufficiently from lying alone. I did reſolve to 
have frighted you likewiſe, but you were too hard 


for me, 


i 
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Wild. How weak, how ſqueamiſn, and how fear- 

ful are Women when they want to be humour'd, / 

and how extravagant, how daring, and how provok- 
ing, when they get the impertinent Maggot in their 
Head! But by what means, my Dear, could you 
purchaſe this double Diſguiſe 2 How came you by 
my Letter to my Brother? 

Ang. By intercepting all your Letters fince I came 
home. But for my Ghoſtly Contrivance, good Mrs. 
Parley (mov'd by the Juſtneſs of my Caule, and a 
Bribe) was my chief Engineer, Ok 


| Enter. Fireball and Marquis. 
Fire. Sir Harry, if you have a mind to fight it out, 
there's your Man; if not, | have diſcharg'd my Truſt. 
Wild.. Oh, Monſieur ! Won't you falute your Mi- 
ſtreſs, Sir? | 
Mar. Oh, Morbleu ! Begar me muſt run to ſome 
oder Countrey now for my Religion. 
Ang. Oh! what the French Marquis! I know him. 
Mild. Ay, av, my Dear, you do know him, and [ 
can't be angry, becauſe 'tis the Faſhion for Ladies to 
know every body: But methinks, Madam, that Pi- 
cture now! Hang it, conſidering 'twas my Gift, you 
might have kept it But no matter; my Neigh- 
bour's ſhall pay for't. 85 
Ang. Picture, my Dear! Cou'd you think I e'er 
wou'd part with that? No; of all my Jewels, this 
alone I kept, cauſe twas given by you. 
| [Shews the Picturt. 
Wild. Eh! Wonderful! And what's this? 
| [Pulling out t other Picture. 
Ang. They're are very much alike. | 
Wild. So alike, that one might fairly paſs for other. 
—— Monſieur Marquis, ecouté. You did lie 
wid my Vife, and ſhe did give you de Picture for 
our Pain. Eh! Come, Sir, add to your France Po- 
flitique a little of your Native Impudence, and tell 
us plainly how you came by't, | 
WG | 


Mar 


Picture, an I give him ten Piſtole for de Copy. 
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Mar. Begar, Monſieur Chevalier, wen de France- 


man can tell no more Lie, den vill he tell Trute —— 
] was acquaint wid de Paintre dat draw your Lady's 


An ſo me ave de Picture of all de Beauty in Lon- 
don; and by dis Politique, me ave de Reputation to 
lie wid dem all. | 8 

Wild. When perhaps your Pleaſure never reach' d 
above a Pit-Maſque in your Life. 

Mar. An begar, for dat matre, de natre of Wo- 
men, a Pit-Maſque is as good as de beſt. De Plea- 
ſure is noting, de Glory is all, Alamode de France. 

"7h | Struts out. 

Mild. Go thy ways for a true Pattern of the Vani- 
ty, Impertinence, Subtlety, and the Oſtentation of 
thy Country - Look ye, Captain give me thy 
Hand; once I was a Friend to France; but hence- 
forth I promiſe to ſacrifice my Faſhions, Coaches, 
Wigs, and Vanity, to Horſes, Arms, and Equipage, 
and ſerve my King in propria perſona, to promote a 
vigorous War, if there be occaſion. | 

Fire. Bravely ſaid, Sir Harry: And if all the Beaux 


in the Side boxes were of your mind, we would ſend 


em back their L' Abbe, and Balon, and ſhew em a 
new Dance to the Tune of Harry the Fifth. | 


Enter Standard, Lurewell, Dicky, and Parley. 
Wild. Oh Collonel! Such diſcoveries ! 
Stand. Sir, I have heard all from your Servant; 
honeſt Dicky has told me the whole Story. 
Wild. Why then let Dicky run for the Fiddles im- 


mediately. 


Dick. Oh, Sir; I knew what it would come to; 
they're here already, Sir. 55 
Wild. Then, Collonel, we'll have a new Wedding, 
and begin it with a Dance Strike up. © 
| : 3 [ A Dance here. 
Stand, Now, Sir Harry, we have retriev d our 


Wives; yours from Death, and mine from the De- 


vil z 


| 
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vil; and they are at preſent very honeſt. But how 


ſhall we keep em ſo? | 
Ang. By being good Husbands, Sir ; and the great 
Secret for keeping Matters right in Wedlock, is ne- 


ver to quarrel with your Wives for Trifles: For we 


are but Babies at beſt, and muſt have our Play things, 
our Longings, our Vapours, our Frights, our Mon- 
keys, our China, our Faſhions, our Waſhes, our 


Patches, our Waters, our Tattle and Impertinence; 
therefore, I ſay, tis better to let a Woman play the 


Fool, Wr net to play the Devil. 

Lure. And another Rule, Gentlemen, let me ad- 
viſe you to obſerve, never to be jealous; or if you 
ſhou'd, be ſure never to let your Wife think you ſuſ- 
pect her; for we are more reſtrain'd by the Scandal 


of the Lewdneſs, than by the Wickedneſs of the 


Fat; when once a Woman has born the Shame of 
a Whore, he'll difpatch you the Sin in a moment. 
Wild. We're oblig'd to you, Ladies, for your Ad- 
vice; and in return, give me leave to give you the 
Definition of a good Wife, in the Character of my 


On. / 


The Wit of her Converſation never out-ſtrips the 
Conduct of her Behaviour : She's affable to all Men, 
free with no Man, and only kind to me: Often chear- 


ful, ſometimes gay, and always pleas'd, but when 


I am angry; then ſorry, not ſullen: The Park, Play- 
houſe, and Cards, ſhe frequents in compliance with 
Cuſtom; but her Diverſions of Inclination are at 
home: She's more cautious of a remarkable Woman, 
than of a noted Wit, well knowing that the Infecti- 


on of her own Sex is more catching than the Temp- 
tation of ours: To all this, ſhe is beautiful to a Wen— 


der, ſcorns all Devices that engage a Gallant, and 
uſes all Arts to pleaſe her Husband. 


So ſpite of Satyr 'gainſt a marry'd Life, 
A Man is truly bleſt with ſuch a Wife, 
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EPILOGUE 
By a FRIEND. 


S 


95 


FJ Entre bleu! were is dis dam Poet ? vere 
Garzoon ! me vil cut off all his two Ear: 

Je ſuis Enrage now he is not here. 

He has affront de French ! Le Villaine bete. hard 

De French! your beſt Friend! —— you ſuffre dat 

Parbleu! Meſſieurs a ſerait fort Ingrate ! 

Vat have on Engliſh, dat you can call your own : 

Vat have you of grand Pleaſure in dis Town, 

Vidout it come from France, dat wit go dowh 

Picquet, Baſſet ; your Vin, your Dreſs, your Dance; 

*Tis all you ſee, tout Alamode ae France. 

De Beau dere buy a hondre knick knack ; 

He carry out Wit, but ſeldom bring it back : L 

But den he bring a Snuff-box Hinge, ſo ſma 

De Foynt, you can no ſee de Vark at all, 

Coſt him five Pittoles, dat is ſheap enough, 

In tre year it ſal ſave half an Ounce of Snoffe. 

De Coquet ſhe ave her Ratifia dere, 

Ber Gown, her Complexion, Deux yeux, her Lovere; 


RE Ter WW 


As for de Cuckold dat indeed you can make here; 


De French it is dat teach de Lady wear | 
De ſhort Muff, wit her vite Elbow bare; 


De Beaux de args Muff, wit his Sleeve down dere. * 
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ah Pointing to his Fingers. 
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BD EPILOGUE. 
Ile teach your Vife, to 0 . Husbands Purſes 
To put de Furbelo round dere Coach, and dere Hor ſes, 

 Garzoon ! ve teach you every ting de Varle : | 

For vy. den your damn Pget dare 10 ſnarle ? 

Begar, me vil be revenge upon his Play, 1 


Tre touſan Reſugee (Parbleu Ceſt vray) 
Sall all come here, and damn him upon his tird Day, 
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